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PREFACE. 


S the occafion of this Poem was real, not 
fiaitious;, fo the method purſued in it, 


was rather impoſed by what ſpontaneouſly aroſe 


in the Author's mind on that occafion, than 
meditated or deſigned ; which will appear very 


probable from the nature of it. For it differs 


from the common mode of Poetry, which is, 
from long narrations to draw ſhort morals. 


Here, on the contrary, the narrative is ſhort, 


and the morality ariſing from it makes the bulk 
of the Poem. The reaſon of it is, That the 
facts mentioned did naturally pour theſe mora! 


reflections on the thought of the Writer. 
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LIFE; DEATH, AxD IMMORTALITY. 


To THE RIGHT HoxorRante 


ARTHUR ONSLOW, Ela. 


SPEAKER or THE Houss OF y Coton. 


IR'D Nature's front vat balmy Sleep? 
He like the world, his ready viſit pays 
When fortune ſmiles; the; yretched he forſakes; 
' Switt on his dom ny pinion flees from woe, 
And lights on lids unſully'd with a tear. 
From ſhort (as uſual) and diſturb'd repoſe, 
Iwake: How happy they, who wake no mare 5: 
Tet that were vain, if dream's infes. the grave. 
IJ wake, emerging from a ſea of drcams 
Tumultuous; where my wreck'd deſponding theughit, 
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Feber Avave to wave of fancy'd- miſery, 
At random drove, her helm of reaſon loit, 
Though now. reitor'd, tis only change of pain; 
( A Vizes change!) ſeverer for ſevere. 
The Day too ſhort for my diſtreſs; and Night, 
Ey*p in the zenith of her dark domain, 
5 ſunſhine to tlie colour of iny fate. g 
Night, fable goddeſs! from her ebon throne, 
In raytefs majqetty, mow ftretches forth 
Her leaden ſceptre o'er a ſlumb'ring world. 
Silence, how: dead! and darkneſs, how profound 
Nor eye, nor Jil'ning ear, an object fin 840 | 
Creation ſleeps. "I is as the gen'ral pulſe 
Ot life food ſtill, and nature made a nat ; 
An awful pauſe ! prophetic of her er. 4 
And let her propheſy be-ſoon fuliiÞg 5 | 
Fate! drop the curtain; I can loſe no more. 
| Silence ang darkneſs! ſclemn ſiſters! twins 
From ancient Night, who nurſe the tender theught 
To Reaſon, and on Reaſon build Reſolve, 
(That column of true majeſty in man) 
Alliſt me; Iwill thank-you in the grave; ; 
The grave, your kingdom: There this frame fail fall 
A victimdaered to your dreary. ſhrine. 
But what are ye? 
THOU, who graft pur to flight 
Irimeral Silence, When the morning ſtars, 
Lulting, ſhouted o'er the riſing ball; 
0 THOU, whoſe.word from 104 Ae truck 
That ſpark, the ſun; ſtrike wiſdom from my ſoul 
My ſoul, which flies to Thee, her truſt, her treaſure, 
As miſers to their gold, while others reſt. | 
Through this 2 — of Nature, and of Soul, 
This double night, tranſmit one pitying ray, 
To lighten and to cheer. O lead my mind, 
A mind that fain would wander from its woc) 
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Ox Laire, Darn, AND IMMORTALITY.” 
L Lead it through various feenss of Life and death; 
And from each ſcene the nobleſt truths inſpire. 
Nor leſs inſpire my Conduct, tran my Song; 
Teach my. beti reaſon, reaſons 3 z my beſt will 
'I'cach rectitude ; and fix my firm reſolve 
Wiidom to wed, and pay her long arrears | 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour 9 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain, - 
The bell ſtrikes One We take no note of time 
But from its loſs. 'To give it then a tongue 
Is wie in man. As if an angel ern 
I feel the ſolemn found, It heard aright, 
It is the knell of my departed hours: 
Where arc they? With the ycars beyond the. good. | 

It is the tign?, that demands diſpatca: 

Ilow much is to be done 2 My hopes and fears 
Start up alara'd, and cer li e's — verge 
Look dow 0 what? a fathomleis abyſs; 

A dread eternity |- how ſurely nne 
And can cternity belong to me, 
Poor penIioner on the Lountics of an hour 
How poor, bow-rich, how aljecty how. 3 
I low complic cate How wonderful is man? 
aii tow paſſing wonder HE, who made him ſuch! 
Who centred iwour rake ſuen ſtrange extreme 
From diffrent: natures marvelouſly mint 
onnexion EZ ul e of diſtant worlds! 
Dittmgugh'd link in being's endleſs chain! 
Midway from Nothing to the Dicts 
A beam ethereal, ſully d, and abſorpr! 

ITbough ſally'd, and diſhonour' d tu] divine! 

: Dim miniature of greatneſs. abſolute ! 

An heir of glory! à ffail child of dult TE 

Helplels immortal! inſect infinite! 
A worm! a god! I tremble at myſelf, 
And in my ſelf a am loſt? at home a ftrunger, - 
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Thought wonders vp and down, ſurpriz' d, aghaſt, 
And wond'ring at her owns How reaton eels ! 
© what a miracle to man is man, 


uiumphantly diſtreſs'd! what joy, what dread! 
. [ternate] 7 iran ported, and alarm'd! 


hat can preſerve my life ! or what deftroy ! 
A) 1 8 s arm can't ſnatch me from the grave; 
Le Ziens of angels can t confine me there. 

"Tis pait conjecture 3 all things riſe in proof: 
While o'er my limbs lleep s ſoft dominion {pread, | 
What though my ſoul Phantaſtic meaſures trod 
Oer fairy fields 3 or mourn'd along the gloom 
Of pathleſs wood; or down the craggy ſteep, 


Iurl'd headlong, ſwam with pain the mantled pool; 


Or ſeal'd the cliff; or danc'd on hollow] winds, 
With antic ſhapes, wild natives of the brain ? 
Her ceaſeleſs flight, tho? devious, ſpeaks her nature 
Of ſubtler eſſence than the trodden clod 3 
Active, erial, tow'ring, unconfin'd, 
Unfetter'd with her groſs companion's fall, 
Ly n ſilent night proclaims my ſoul immortal 
F.v'n ſilent night proclaims eternal day. 

For human weal, heav'n huſbands all events; 
Dull ſlecp inſtrusts nor ſport vain dreams in "i 
Why then their Joſs deptore, that are not loſt ? 
Why wanders wretehed thought their tombs around, 

In infide] diſtrefs? Are Angel s there? 
Slumbers. ras d up in duſt, cthercal fire: 2 

They live! they greatly live a life on earth 
Unkincled, unconceiv'd 3 and from an eye 
Ot tenderneſs let heav niy pity fall 


On me. more jul ily number'd with the dead, 


dis is the deſart, this the ſchtude 3 

o populous, how vital, 13 the gr: ave 
his is creation's melancholy vault, 

Tae vale ſunereal, the ſad expreſs g gloom 3 
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| a Reiter 51. 2s c n into te mp: wrought, 

Io wat a frather, 


Ox Litre, Dea rz, AND IMMORTALITY» 5 
The 155 if apparitions, empty ſhades ! 


1 All, all on earth, is Shadow, all beyond 
Is Subitance 3 ; the reverle is folly's creed: 
How ſolid all, where change ſhall be no more! 


This ts che bud of being, the dim dawn 


The twilight of our day, the veſtibule; 


Litc's theatre as yet is ſhut, a and death,: 
Strong death, alone can heave. the maffy bar, 


This groſs impediment of clay remove, 
And make us embryos of exiſtence free. 
From real life, but little more remote 

F he, not yet a candidate for light, 

The future embryo, flumb'ring in his fire, 
Embryos we mult be, till we burit the ſh<!}, 
Yon ambient azure ſhell, and ſpring to life, 
The life of gods, O tranſport ! and of man. 


Yet man, fool man! here buries all his thous ghts 3 


Inters cefeſtial hopes without one ſigh. 
+ Priſoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon, 
_ Here pinions all his withes 5 wing'd by hca vi 
To fly at infinite; an reagh it there, | 
Where ſeraphs gather immortality, 
On life's fair tree, fait by the throne of God. 


What golden joys ambroſial cluſt'ring glow, 


here ume, and pain, and chan 
And is it in the Fight of threefvore years, 
To ne eternity from human thou Zht, 
And } fracther fouls immortal in the Guit?2 


In HIS full beam, and ripen for the juſt, 
Where momentary ages are no more 4 


ce, and death expire! 


FA foul immortal, Fending all her fires, 
rengtn in Frene us idleneſe, 
raptur' d; or alarm d 35 


or to drowWᷣn a fly. 
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„ uE GUN Fr ATN T. Night. 2. 
Where falls. this cenſure 2. It o'erwhelms mylelf 5 

How was my heart incruſted by the world! 

O how {cIffetter'd was my -gaov'ling ſoul ! 


How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In ſilben thought, hich reptile Fancy ipun, 


Till darken'd Reaſon lay quite clouded o'er 
With for conecit of endiets comfort there, 


Nor yet put forth her wipgs"to reach the ſkies ! 
Night: viſions may befricnd (as ſung ye) 
Our walking dreams arc fatal. How I dream 


Of things Impoſſible ! (Could ſlecp do more ) 


Of Joys pers Zetual i in perpetual change 
Of ſtable picatures on the tolling wave b 
Eternal ſunſhine in te Rorms of life! 


How richly were my ron tide irances hung. | 
With gorgeous tapeſtries of Pictur de joys! 
Joy behind joy, in endleſs peripeclive : : 


oh 


Till at death's toll, whoſe reſlleſs iron tongues 
Calls daily for his "tons at a meal, | 
Starting I woke, and found myſelf undone. 
Where now my phrenzy's pompous furniture? 
Ihe cobweb'd cott 805 with its ragged wall 
Or mould ring mud, is royalty to me! 
The !picer's moit attenua ated thread 
Zs cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 
On earthly biefs; it + pa at every breeze 

O ve bleſt ſeenes of PErMAnene e 
10 above mea! Ming, beyond bounds } . 

Perpetuity cf 85 1s bleſs. 

G0 00 you, ſo rich in rapture, fear an end, 
That ghaſtly ticught w outd. drink up all your. joy, 
And quite uparagige the realms oþ light, . 
Safe are you lodg'd above theſe rollhig ſpheres; 
The beleful in 88 of whoſe giddy dance 
Sheds fad viciſſitude on all beneath. 
Here-teems with revolution every hour; 


And 


Ox Liryg DrargR AND INNORTALIIx. bs 


And rarely for the better; or tne beſt, 
More mortal than the common virds of fate. 
Each Mo ment has Als fickle, emulous 


Ot Fimc's enormous ſeythe, whoſe ample ſweep 


Strikes empires from the root! each moment plays 


His litde weapon in the narrower ſphere 
Of xweet domeſtic comfort, and cuts down 
'Th feireſt bloom of ſublimary bliſs. 
ifs! ſublimary bliſs — proud words, and vain ! 


Implieit treaſon to divine decree ! 


A bold invaſion of the rights of heav'n! 
I claip'd the phantoms, and I found them air. 
) had I weigind it ere my fond embrace! 
Wat darts of. e gony had miſs'd my heart! 
Death! great Proprietor. of all! tis thine 
To tread out empire, and to quench the ſtars. 
The ſun himſelf by thy permithon ſhines 3 | 
And, one day,..thou ſhalt pluck him from his ſpherce 
Amid ſuch mighty plunder, why exhautt 
Ph yy partial quiver on a mark jo mean? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreak'd on me? 
infatiate archer !. could not one ſuffice ? 
Thy Haft flewthrice ; and thrice my peace was ſainz ; 
And thrice, ere: thrice yon moon bad fill'd her horn. 


. © Cynthia? why ſo pale? Doſt thou lament 


Thy wretched neighbour? Grieve to ſce thy wheel 
Of cealcleſs change outwhirl'd in human life? 


How wanes my borrow'd bliſs! from fortune's ſmile, 
Precarious courteſy ! not virtue's" ſure, 


: ! Self- -given, ſolar ray of found delight. 


In ev'ry. vary'd poſture, place, and Hour, 
How widow'd ev'ry thought of ev ry joy! 
Thought, buſy thought! too buiy for my peace 


Thro' the dark poſtern of time long elapſ'd, 


Led ſoftly, by the ſtilneſs of the night, 
| :2.cd;.liks a murderer, (and ſuch it proves ! 


Strays 


8 THE CON LATIN T. Night 7. 


Strays (wretched rover!) Oer the. pleaſing Paſt 3 
In queſt of wretchedneſs per verſely ſtrays; 
And finds all deſart now; and meets the ghoſts. 

Of my-departed joys; à num rous train; 

I rue che riches of my former fate; 

Sweet comfort's blaſted cluſters I laments "PE 
J tremble at the bleſſings once ſo dear; 
And ev'ry pleaſure pains me to the heart. 

Yet why complain? or why complain for one ? ? 
Hangs out the ſun his luſtre but for me, 7 
The ſingle man? Arc angels all beſide .? 

J mourn for millions: "Tis the common lot: 
In this ſhape, or in that, has fate entail'd 

The mother's throes on all of woman bern. 

— the e tharſure beirs, of pain. 

8 ar, Famine, Peſt, Volcana, Storm and Fire, 
1 br roils, Oppreſſon with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple braſs, beſiege mankind. 
God's image, diſinherited of day 7 5 

Here, plung'd in mines, forgets a ſun was made. 1 
There, beings deatlileſs as their haughty lord, 9 
Are hammel'd to the galling oar for Jife; | 
And plow the winter's wave, and reap deſpair. 
Some, for hard maſters, broken under arms, 

In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 

Beg bitter bread through realms their vaiour yd... 
Tf ſo the tyrant, or his minion, doom, A 
Want, and incurable d iſeaſe, (fell pair!) 5 
On hopeleſ s multitudes remorſeleſs ſeize 

At once, and make a refuge of the grave. 

How groanmg hoſpitals Ee: their dead : 
What numbers groan for {ad a dmifſion there! 1 
What numbers, once in fortuna's s lap high-fed, 
Solicit the cold hand of charity! 

Jo ſhock us more, ſolicit it in vain ! 

Je ſilken ſons of pleaſure: ſince in pains 
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Ox Lirz, Dawn Aw DREI. 
You rae more modith viſits, viſit here, 


And breathe from your debauch: Give and reduce 


Surfeit's dominion oer you: But ſo g eat 


Your impudence, you Þlnſh at what is right. 


Happy! did ſerrow ſeize on ſuch alone, 


Not Prudence can defend, or virtue ſave 
Diſeaſe invades the ch baftet temperance 3 


And puniſhment the guiltleſs; and . 
Through thickeſt tnades, purſues the fond of peace. 


. Man's caution often into danger turns, 

And, his guard falling, cruſhes him to death * 
Not happineſs itſelf makes good her name 
Our very wiſhes give us not our with, 


7 


* 


— 


How diſtant oft he things we deat on mog, 
From that for which we doat, felieity! 


Tue ſmooth=ſt courſe of nature has its pains; 
And trueſt friends, through error, wound our reſt, 


Without misfortune, what calamities: ! 


And what hoſtilities, without a foe ! 
| Nor are foes wanting to the beſt on earth, 
But endleſs is the life of human ills, 
And ſighs might ſouner fail, than cauſe to ſigh. 
A part how {mall bi the terraqueous globe 
Is tenanted by man! the teſt a waſte, 
Rocks, de ſarts, frozen ſeas, and burning ſands: 
Will haunts: of monſters, poiſons, Bas ar d death, 
: -Such-is carth's melan chely map! Burt, f 
More {a4 ! this earth is a true "map of man, 


80 bounded ai are its haughty lord's deliglits 


To woe's wile empire; ee deep ta woubles tols, 


IL. oud forrov's howl, invenom'd Pal: :0n5 bite, 
'Ray*nous cälamities our vitals © Elze, 


And threat' ning fate wide opens to C2707, 
What then am I, wio for row for myſelf? 

In age, in infarcy, From otner's aid 

1; all our hope; to teach us to be bind. 


3 i That 0 


wa 


18 Tun CSM r LAN T. Night, 
That, nature's firſt, laſt leſſon to mankind 

The ſel5th heart deſerves the pain it ferls. 

More gen'rous ſorrow, while it ſinks, exaults ; 
And conicious virtue mitigates the pang. 

Nor virtue, more than prudence, bids me give 
Swoln thoughts a ſecond channel; who di vide, 
They weaken too, the torrent of their griei. 
Take then, O World! thy match-indebted tear: 
How fad a fight is human happineſs, 
To thoſe whoſe thought can pierce beyond an hour d 
O thou! whate'er thou art, whole heart exults! 
Wouldſt thou I ſhould congratulate thy fate? 
1 know thou wouliſt 3 thy pride demands it from me. 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs, | 
The {aJutary cenſure of a friend. 
Thou happy wretch! by blindneſs thou art bleft; 
Buy dotage dandled to perpetual ſmiles. 
Know, ſmiler! at thy peril art thou pleas'd 3 

Thy pleaſure is the promiſe of thy pain. 
A Lisfortune, like a creditor ſevere, 
But riſes in demand for her delay; 
She _— a icourge of paſt proſperity, 
To ſting thee more, and double thy diſtreſs. 
Ls. fortune makes her court to thee, 

Thy fond heart dances, while the Syren ſings. 
Dear is thy welfare; think me not unkind ; 

J would not damp, but to ſecure thy joys. 

Think not that fear is ſacred to the ſtorm: 
Stand on thy guard againſt the finiles of fate. 

Is heav'n tremendous in its frowns? Moſt ſure; 
And in its favours formidable too: | | 
Its favours here are trials, not rewards ; 

A call to duty, not diſcharge from care; 
And ſhould Alarm us, full as much as woes's ; 
Awake us to their cauſe, and conſequence 3 ; 
&ndanake us tremble, weigh'd with our d ſert; 


ON Lars, DEATH AND MAMORTALITY. LL 
Awe nature's tumult, and chaſtife her joys, 
Leſt while we claſp, we kill them; nay invert 
To. worſe than ſimple miſery, their charms, 
Revoited joys, like foes in crvil war, 
Like boſom friendſhips to reſentment ſour d, 


With rage envenom'd nle againſt our peace. 


Beware what earth calls happineſs z beware 
Al joys, but joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on leſs than an immortal baſe, 
Fond as he ſeems, condeinns his joys to death. 

Mine dy'd with thee, Partanver ! thy laſt figh 
Liſſolv'd the charm z the diſenchanted earth 
Lott all her luſtre. Where her glitcring towers? 
Her golden mountains, where“ all darkneſs down. 
To naked waſte; a dreary vale of tears: | 
The great magician's dead! Thou poor, pale piece 
Of out-cait earth, in darkneſs! what a change 
From yeiterday !. Thy darling hope ſo near, | 
(Long-labour'd prize!) O how ambition fluſh'd 


"4 Thy glowing cheek !. Ambition: truly great, 


Of virtuous praiſe. Death's ſubtle feed within, 
(Sly, treach'reus miner!) working in the dark, 
->mil'd at thy wellkconcerted ſcheme, and beckon'd a 
The worm to riot on that roſe ſo red, 
Unfaded ere it fell; one moment's prey 

Man's foreſight is conditionally wiſe; 
LORENZO! wiſdom into folly turns 
Oft, the firit inſtant, its idea fair 
Lo labouring thought is born. How dim our eye! 
The preſent moment terminates our ſight; 
Clouds, thick as thoſe on dvomſday, drown the next; 
We penetrate, we propheſy in vain 
Time is dealt out by particles 3 and each, 
Ereemingled with the ſtreaming ſands of liſe, 
By fate's inviolable oath is {worn | 
Deep blence, © Where eternity begins.“ 


B 2 By 


By nature's law, what may be, may be now; 
here's. no erer er in dias hours. 

In human hearts what bolder thouglit can riſe, . 
Than man's Preſumption on to-morrow: 's dawn ? 
Where is to-morrow ? In another world. 

Fer numbers this is certain; the reverſe 

is fure to none; and yet on this perhaps, 

This peradventure, infamous for lyes, 

As on a rock of adamant, we build 

ur mountain hopes; ſpin our: eternal ſchemes, 
As we the fatal ſiſters could out-ſpin, 

And, big with life's futurities, expire. 

Not en PRHILANDER had beſpoke his ſhroud, 
Nor had hecauſe 3 a warning was deny'd: 
How many fall as ſudden, not as ſafe: 

As ſudden, tho' for years admoniſh'd home. 
Of human ills the lait eztreme beware, | 
Bew are, Lonexzo ! a flow ſudden death. 
How or cadful that deliberate ſurprize! 

Be wile, to-day; tis madneſs to deſer; 

Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 

Thus on, till wiſdom is puſh'd out of lite. 
Procrattination 15: the thief of time; 

Year after 1 ear it ſteals, till all are fled, 

And to themercies of a moment leaves. 

The vaſt concerns of eternal ſcene. 

it not ſo frequent, would not This be ſtrange ? 
That tis fo trequent, This is ſtranger ſtill. 

Or man 5 mirachlous mitakes, this bears 

vi „e Paimy **-Vhat all men are about to live,” 
Jr ever on the brink of being born. 

Al pay themuclves the compliment to think 
They one dey jbell not drivel; and their pride 
Ou this reverſion takes up ready praiſe z 


How czelcnt that life hey. ne er willadt 


It leaſt, their own ;' their future ſelves : apf le ud; 
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ime lodg'd in their own hands is Folly's vails; 
. P hat Jadg "qd 1 1! fate's fo wildom th Ay confign : 
2 'he thing they cant but purpoſe.they poſſpone; 
Lis not in tolly, not. to feorn a fool; 
And ſcarce in human wiſdom to do 1 
All prom nite is poor dilatory ma 3 


A 7 x "*1 
FI 5 
And that thro every ftage: M To young indeed, 


50 full content we, ſometimes, nobly reſt, 
VUnanxious for ourſelves; and only with, 


| 5 Tm dutzous ſons, our. fathers were more ilcs. 


At thirty man inſpects himiglf a fouls 


; on it at forty, and reforms his plan; ; 
M At fifty chides his infamous delay, 


12 2uſhes his prudent purpoſe to efolve 3 . 


3 In all the magnanimity of t! Bought 
Reiches ; and re-reſolvcs : ; then dies the ſame. . 


7 


| A And why? Becauſe he thi inks himſelf im Imartal. 
7 All men think all men mortal, but T hemſclves 


& hemiclves, when ſome alarming ſhock of W 
Strikes thro' their une hearts the ſudclen dread; 


5 their hearts wounded, Ike the wounded air, 
Joon cloſe; where paſt the. haft, no trace is found. 


9 As from the wing no ſcar the. ſky retains 3 
Tk parted wave no furroiy from the keel; 
= So dies in human hearts the thoughts of death: | 
8 "vp n with the tender tears waich nature theds 
4 10 er thoſe we love, We pas in their. a 
Can I ſor get PIII Auen That were ſtrange 
1 > my fall neart- But ſhould I give it vent, 
; he Jon ngeſt night, tho! longer far, would fail, 
Leid the lark lien to my midnight ſong. 
The ip n Jark's ſhrill matin wakes the morn ; 


86 ef s ſharpeſt thorn bard preſſing on my breatt, 


8 111 drive, with wakefal melody, to ear 


* 'The allen gloomy ſweet Philomel ! like Thee, 
> And call the Rars to ien: Ey ry tar 


— —— ——ͤ—ͤ—ĩ— — 
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Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 

Vet be not vain; there arc, who . excel, 
And charm thro” "Uiſtant ages: Wrapt in ſhade, 

Pris' ner of darkneſs! to the ſilent hours, 

How often I repeat their rage divine, 

To hull my griets, and ſteal my heart from woe! 

I rol{ their raptures, but not catch their fire, 

Dark tho' not blind, like thee, Mæonides! 

Or, Milton: thee; ah! could I reach your ſtrain 5 

Or His, who made Mæonides our Own. 

Man too He ſung: Immortal man I ſing; 

Oft burſts my ſong beyond the bounds of life; 

What, now, but immortality can pleaſe : 

O had He preſs'd His theme, purſu'd the track, 

Which opens out of darkneſs into day! 

O had he, mounted on his wing of fire, 

Soar'd where I ſink, and ſung Immortal man! 


How had it bleſt mankind, and reſcu'd me! 


WIGHT: 
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NIGHT THE SECOND. 
TIME, DEATH, FRIENDSHIP. 


To ruE RicuT HoNOURABLE 


Tur EARL or WILMINGTON. 


* HEN the Cock crew, he ok ry | finote by 
that eye, 


W hich looks on me, on all: That pow'r who bids 
This midnight centinel, with clarion ſhrill, 
Emblem of that which ſhall awake the SC 
_Roule fouls rods {lumber, into thought of Heay? * 


Shall [ too weep. Where then is fortitude ? 


And, fortitude abandon'd, where is man? 
A know the terms on which he ſecs the light ? 


| © Ana thine, on themes may profit ; ; profit there, 
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He that is born, is lifted ; life is war 
Eternal war with woe. Who bears vo ben, 
3 it leaſt.— On other themes I'll Sell. 
FLorexZ0.: let me turn my thoughts on thee, 


Were 
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May ſtik 

dron 8 Price. | 

Death. Friendd hip, and:PrLaxDER's final ſcene. 

So could J touch theſe themes, as might obtain 

Thins ear, nor leave thy heart quite diſengag'd, 

The good aced would delight me: half impreſs 

On my dark cloud an Iris; and from grief 

Call glory Doſt thou mourn ParLANxDERH“s fate: a 

I know thou fay'ſt it: Says thy life the ſame 

He mourns the dead, w. ho- lives as they deſire. 

Where is that thrift, that avarice of TIME, 

(0 glorious. avarice!) thought of death inipires, 

As rumour'd robbzries endear our gold 

O Time! than go old more ſacred; more a load 

Than I=ad, to fools; and fool; reputed wiſe. 

What moment granted man without account? 

What years are ſquander'd, wiſdom's debt unpaid*? 

Our wealth in days, all dine to that diſcharge. 

Haſte, ha'te, he lies in wait, he's at the door, 

Infidious Death! ſhould his "frong hand ar reſt, 

No compoſition To the pris'ner free. 

Eternity's ine orable chain, | 

Faſt Dinas; and vengeance claims the full arrear. 
How late I ſhudder'd on the brink! how late 

Lite call'd for her laſt refuge in deſpair ! 

That time is mine, O Map! .to:thee I owe 

Fain would [ Pay tace with Eternity. 

But ill my genius an! wers my deſire; 

My fickly ſong is mortal, paſt thy cure. 

Accept the will _ that dics not with my ſtrains 
For what calls thy difeaſe, LoRExZz0 ? not 

'For Eſculapian, but for More aid, 

Thou think 2 it folly tobe wile too ſoon. 


Youth | 


Nis Nigat' 2. 


Where moſt they need. Themes, too, the genuine 
| ee 
Of dear PRILAN DAR 's duſt. He thus, tho" dead, 


befriend What themes? Time” S Won 


2. 


"outh: 
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Vouth is not rich in Time, it may be poor; 


Part with it as with money, ſparing, pay 


No moment, but in purchaſe of its worth; 


And where is worth, aſk death-beds z they can tell. 


Part wich it as with life, reluctant big 


With holy hops of nobler tine to come; 


Time higher aim d, ſtill nearer the great mark 


Of men aud angels; virtue more divine. 


Is this vur duty, wiſdom glory, gain? 


(Theſc heav'n ber mg in vital union binds) 


And ſport we like the natives of the bough, 


When vernal ſuns inſpire? Amuſement reigns 
Man' S Or: eat demand: To trifle! is to live: 


And is it them a trifle, too, to die? 


'* Thou ſay'n I preach, Lorenzo ! Tis confeſt. 


What, if for once, I preach thee quite awake ? 


Mho wants amuſement in the flame of battle? 


Is it not treaſon to the ſoul immortal, 
Her focs in arms, eternity the Prize? 

Will toys amuſe, when med'eine cannot cure? 
When ipirits cbb, when life's enchanting ſeenes 


Their luſtre 15 and leſſen in our ſight, 
As lands, and cities with their glitt'ring "ſpires, 


To the poor ſhatter'd bark by fudden ſtorm 


Thrown off to ſea, and ſoon to periſh there; 


Will Toys amuſe? No; Threnes will then be toys, 

And carth and ſkies ſos em duſt upon the ſcale. 
Reueem we tune ?—Its loſs we dearly buy. 

What pleads Lorexzo for his higl-priz d ſnorts ? 

He pleads time's nam'rous blanks; he loud] y pleads 

Theo ſtraw-like trifles on life's common ſtream. 


From whom thoſe blank, and trifles, but from thee? 


No blank no trifle nature made, or meant. 
Virtue, or purpos 4 virtue, ftill be thine; 

This cancels thy complaint at once: I this leaves 
In act no rife, and no blank in time. 


Ws '. "Th 
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'Tiis greatneſs, fills, immortalizes all; 

This, the bleſt art of turning all to gold; 
This, the good heart's Prerogative to raiſe 
A royal tribute from the poorett hours; 
Immenſe revenue! ev'ry moment pays. 

If nothing more than purpoſe in thy power; 
Thy purpoſe firm, is equal to the deed : 
Who does the belt his circumſtance allows, 


Night 2. 


Does well, acts nobly; angels could no more. 


Our outward act, indeed, admits reſtraint; 
"Tis not in things o'er thouglit to domincer 3 


Guard well thy thoughts; eur thoughts are heard in 


heav'n. 
On all important Time, thro' evy'ry age, 
Tho' much, and warm, the wiſe have urg'd; 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 


the mas 


« I've lot a day” —the prince who nobly cry'd, 


Had been an emperor without his crown ; 
Of Rome? ſay, rather, lord of human race 
He ſpoke, as if deputed by mankind, 


So ſhould all ſpeak : : So reaſon {peaks 1 in all: 


From the foft whilpers of chat God in man, 
Why fy to folly why to phrenzy fly, 

For reſeue from the bleings we poſſeſs? 
Time, the ſupreme . Iime is Eternity; ; 
Pre: nant with all eternity can give; 


Pregnant with all, tlrat makes archangels ſmile. 


W ho murders time, he cruſhes in the ini 
A pow'r ethreal, only not ador'd. 
Ah! how unjuſt to nature, and himſelf 


15 thoughtleſs, thanklejs, inconſiſtent man! 


Like children babbling e in their ſports, 


We cenſure nature for a ſpan too ſhort z 


Trat ſpan too ſhort, we tax e too; 


Torture invention, al expedients tire, 
To Jaſh the ling'ring moments into {pecd, 
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And wharl us (hap PF riddanee !) from ourſelves 
Art, brainleſs Art! our furious charioteer, 
(For Nature's voice unſtifled would recall) 
Privss hea: Jong tow'rds the precipice of death ; 


Death. moſt our dr ead.; dæath thus more dreadful made: ; 


O what a riddle of abſurdity ! 

Þ.ciſure 1 18 Pain 3 takes off our chariot-wheels ; 
How heavily we drag the load of life! 
Biel leiture is our curie ; li that of Cain, 
It makes us wander; wander earth around 


in To fly that tyrant, thought. As Atjat groan'd 


The worl | | --neath, we groan beneath an hour. 
We cry for merey to the next amuiement 


mas The next amile £0008 mortgages our fields; 


Slight inconvenienge! priſons hardly frown, 
From hateful Time if priſons ſet us Ice. 
Yet win Death kindly tenders us relic 5 
We call him cruel; years to moments the ink, 

Ages Ty Vea. The teleſeope is turn'd. 
To man's ; falle opites (from his. tolly falle) 


"Time, i in advance, behind him hi.les his wings, 


And {ee m8 LO Cr CD, up. \ 1011 is 48 55 2 * 4 N 


* 


Behold Hin; when pail by; what thu is foe ny 
But his broad pinions ſwifter than rue Aich 2 
1, and all mankind, 12-contracmicuon ty VII 
*Rueful, aghait ! cry out on his career. 
8 N to thy focs theſe errors, and theie 1118 
＋ o nature juſt, their Cauſe and Care 1 Beg 
Nor ſhort heav'n's bounty eagle, our EXPENGES 
No niggard, nature; me a are Prodigals. 
We waſte, not ule our time; we breathe, not Ie 
Time waſted is eziſtence, us'd is liſe. 
And bare exiſtence „man, to live oretain'd, 
Wrings, and op reifes with enorinous W eight. 
And why ? fine. 42708 was giv'n for ule, not waſte. 
Ati in, ound to fly; with b tempefl. tri, aud ſtars, 
Ca. | 
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o keep his ſpecd, nor ever wait for ma an; 


Lime's uſe was doom'd a pleaſure : Velde, a Pain 5 


That man might feel his error, if unſcen: 


Anc fectngy tiy to labour for his cure; 


Not blund'ring, ſpilt on idleneſs for caſe, 
Life's cares are comforts 3 fuch by heav'n deſign'd; 


He that has none, mult make them, or be wretched. 


Cares are employments.z and without employ 
The ſoul is on a rack; the rack of reſt, 
To fouls moſt adverſe ; 5 action ail tlieir joy. 
Here, then, the riddle, mark'd avove, anſolds; 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fcol. 
We rave, we wreſtle with Great Nature's Plan; 
We thwart the Deity; and 'tis decreed, 
Who thwart his will, ſhall contradict their owns 
3Tence our unnatural quarrels with ourſelves 
Our thoughts at enmity : cur boſom-broils; 
We puſh 1 time from us, and we with him back 
3.avith of luſtrums, and yet fond of liſe; 
Life we think long, and ihort; Death ſeck and ſhun ; 
Jody and ſoul, like peeviſh men and w ie, | 

Uni ted jar, and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here, 


How taftleſs, and how terrible, when gone: 


Conc? they ne'er 803 when paft, they haunt us Qill. 
The ip 'rit walks of ev'ry day deceas'd 5 
And imiles an angel, or a fury. Wee 
Nor death, nor lite delight us, If time paſt, 
An! time Palle, both pain us, what can please? 
J bat which the Diety to pleaſe orcain'd, : 
Time us'd. The man who conſecrates Ks hours 
By vig'rous eff n and an honeſt aim, 


At ones bo draws the Aing of Yife and death; 
He walks wiel Nature, and her poths arc peace. 
Our 2707'S cauſe and cure are ſeen : See next 


4179's OO Origin, Importance, Speed; 
A 
And 
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And toy great Gain from urging his career. 
J li-ſenſual Man, becauie untouch d, ungen, 
| He looks on Time as not hing. Netiin elle 
Is truly ma's; tis fortune's.—— ine = god. 
Halt thou ne'er heard of Time's omnipoience? 
ls For, or againſt, what wonders can we do! 
do And will: To fand blank neuter he diſdain, 
Not on thoſe terms was Time (leav'n's ſtranger) 
4 ſent 
On his important embaſſy to man. 
Lonrzzo! no: On the long-dc cltin'd hour, 
— From everlatting ages growing ripe, 
That memorable ar of wondrous birth, 
Wien the Dazap Sire, on cmanation bent, 
And big with nature, riſing in his might, 
CalPd forth ereation (lor then Time was born), 
BV Godherd fireaming thro? a thouſand worlds; 
Not on theſe terms, from the great days of heas ven, 
From old eternity's myſterious orb, | 
n; Was lime cut off, and caſt Lencath the ſkies z 
lle tkies, which watch bim in his new abode, 
Meat uring his motions by revolving ſpheres; 
That horologe machinery divine. 
Hours, dar 35, and months and years, his children, plax, 
s flill Like num'rous wings around him as he flies: 
Or, rather, as unequal plumes, they thape 
His awple pinions, ſwift as darted flame, 
To gain his gaol, to reach his en reſt, 
And join anew Eternity his ſire; 
In his immutabliity to reit, 
When worlds that count his circles now, unhing'd 
(t ate the loud 195 ſounding) headlong ruſh 
T o timzlefs night and choas, "whence the y roſes 
| Why | pur the ſfeedy? Why with levitics 
_ Wing thy ſhort, thort day's too rapid flight? 
Know thou, or what thou doit, or what is done? 
And 4 FSR Man 
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Man flies from Time and Time from man; too ſoon 
In ad divorce this double flight mult end: 

And then, where are we? Where, Lorexzo! then 
Thy ſports? thy pomps ?---I grant thee, in a ſtate 
Not unambitious; in the rutlled ſhroud, 

Thy Parian tomb's triumphant arch beneath. 

Has Death his fopperies 2 ' (hen well may Lite 

Put on her plume, and in her rainbow ſhine. 

Ye w cll-array'd.; Ye lilies of our land! 

Ye likes male! who neither tcil, nor ſpin, 
As fitter Hlies might) if not fo wiſe 

As Solomon, more ſumptuous to the fight ! 

Ye delicate! who nothing can ſupport, | 

Yourielves moit infupportable! for whom 

The winter-roſe muit blow, the fun put on 

A brighter beam in Leo; Liky -{olt 
Favonins breathe AW] ſofter, or be chid; 

And other worlds fend odours, ſauce, and ſong, 

And robes, and notions, amd in forcign looms... 
O ye LoRENZOs of our age! who deem 

One moment unamus'd, 5 Lucy: 

Not made for feeble man! who call albud 

For cv'ry bawble crivePd oer by ſenſe; 

For rattles, and eonceits of ev'ry caſt, 

For change of fallies, and relays of joy 

To drag your patient through the teckous length 

Of a thort v inter's day lay, ſages! - lay, 
Wit's cracle ! ſay, dreamers of gay dreams! 

How wut you weather an eternal night, 

Where ſuch ezpedients fail? 

O treach'rous Conſcience ! while ſhe ſeems to fizey 

On role and myrtle, lull'd with {yren ſong; 
While ſhe ſeems, nodding o'er her charge, to drop 
On leadlong Appetite the ſleken'd rein, 

And give cs Us up to licence, unrecall'd, 

Unimarl.'s fez, from behind * ſceret * 
The 
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The Wy informer minutes ev'ry fault, 

And her dread diary with horror fills, 

Not the grols Act alone employs her pen; 

She reconnoitres Fancy's airy band, 

A watchful foe! the formidable py, 
| Liſt'ning, o'erhears the whiſpers of our camp: 
F Our dawning purpoſes of heart explores, 

N And iteals our embryos of iniquity. 

As all-rapacious uturers conceal 

Their doom ſday- book from all-conſuming heirs z 

Thus, with indulgence moſt ſevere, the treats 
Us ſpendthrifts of ineſtimable Time: 

Vanoted, notes each moment miſap ply'd ; 

In leaves more durable than leaves of BY YN 
Writes our whole hiſtory 5 which Death ſhall read 
Au c ry pale delinquent's private ear; 

And judgment ! gear ih; publiſh to more worlds 
Than this; and ndleſs age in groans reſound. 
Lore 20, ſuch that Sleeper in thy breaſt! 
Such is her flumber; and her vengeance ſuch 
| For flighted counſel ; ſuch thy future peace ! 
And think'it thou till thou canſt be wile too ſoon ? 
| But why on Time ſo laviſh is my 1ong ? 

On this great theme kind Nature keeps a ſcheol, 
To teach her ſons herſelf, Each night we dic 
| Each morn are born anew: Each day, a lite ! 


And {hail we kill each day? If Trifting kills; 
Sure vice muſt butcher. O What heaps of {ain 
Cry out for vengeance on us: Time deſtroy'd 

15 Suicide, where more than "Blood | 18 {pilt. 

Time flies, deati urges, knells call, heavin invites, 
Hell tarcatens: All czerts; in effort, all; 

More than creation labours 1--Jabours more 7 a 
And is there in creation, what. amidſt 

0 This tumult univerſal, wing'd diſpatch, 

> And ardent energy © ſupincly vawus? 
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Man ſleeps; and Man alone; and Man, whoſe fate, 
Fate irreverſible, entire, extreme, 

Endleſs, hair-hung, breeze-ſhaken, o'er the gulph 
A moment trembles; drops: | and Man, for whom 


mY Al elſe i is galarm! Man the ſole cauſe 


Of this ſurrounding ſtorm ! and yet he fleeps, 

As the itorm rock d to reſt.— Throw Years away? 

Throw Empires, and be blameleſs. Moments ſeize; 

Heay'n's on their wing: A moment we may with, 

When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day ſtaud 

mill, | 

Rid him drive back his car, and reimport 

The period paſt, regive the given hour. 

Lorexzo more than miracles we waut 3 

Lonzxnzo — O for yeſterdays to cone?! 
4 is the language of the man awake: 

135 ard our ſuch for what oppreſſes thee. 

And is his ardour vain, LORENZO? Nog 

That more than miracle the gods indulge; 

To-day 18 Ye eſterday return z return'd 

Full power'd to cancel \ expiate, raile, adorn, 

And remitate us on the Rock of peace. 

Let it not ſhare its predeceſſors fate; 

Nor, like its elder titers, dic a fool. 

Shall it Cvaporate in ſame? Fly off 

Fuliginous, and tain us deeper ill? 

Shall we be Poorer for the plenty pour'd 

More wretched for the clemencies of he 88 n 
Where ſhall I find Him? Angels tell me v. eve: + 

You know tim: He is ncar yous Point hem out 

Shall I fee glories beaming from his Erov! ? 

Or trace his ſhotlleps by the riling flowers? 

Jour golden Wings, now hov'ring o'er him, ſh24 

Prote We now, are waving in applauſe 

To that blast ſon of ſore ſitht ! lord of fate. | 

That awful independent on To-morrow :; 


Whoſe 


ON Trae, Dear, Fir- fare, 


nog work is done; who triumphs in the 14 tz 
Whoſe Leſterdays ook backwards with a {mile ; 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fiy 3 
Ihat common, but opprobrious lot! paſt } oure, | 
It not by ouiſt, yet wound us by their flight, 
If ſolly bounds our proſpect by the grave, 
All feeling of futurit, y benumb'd; 
All 80. like paſiion for eternals quench d; 
All reliſh of realities ex Pir'd ds 
Renounc'd all correfpondence with the ſk1 1233 
Our freedom chain'd; quite wingleſs our dehve; 
In ſenſe dark-priſon' d all that ought to ſoar: 
Prone to the centre; crawling in the duſt ; 
Diimounted cv” ry great and glorious aim; 
Embru nod 1 ry faculty divine; 
Heart-bury'd in the rabbiſh of the world, 
The w: ul, that gujpa of 2 , immatal fouls, 
Souls elevate, an zelic, wing'd with Re 
To reach the diſtant ſkies, and triumph there 
On thrones, which ſhall not mourn their maſl 
chang'd; 
Though we from Earth » Ethereal, they that fell. 
Such veneration due, © man, to man. ö 
Who venerate themſelves, tie woerid deſpiſe. 
For what, gay friend! is this eſeutcheon'd wort 
Which hangs out DEATH in one eternal night ? 
A night, that glooms us in the noon-tide ray, 
And wr aps our thought, at banquete, in the ſhroud. 
Life's little ſtage is a {mall eminence, 
Inch-l::g the grave above; that home of man. 
Where doll: the multicuds : We gaze around ; 
We rcad their monuments 3 we figh; and while 
We ſi zh, we Une 2nd are what we deplor'd 5 
amenting, or Jamented, all our lot! 
I; death at diſtance? No? He has been on thee; 
Aud giv'n ſure carneſt c. his final blow. 


i) Ti 


* 


rs 


— un Ganz . AIR T. Night 2. 


a0. hours ghat lately ſmil'd, where are tlie wy? 


: Pall +5 thought, and gbadlly ! drawn'd, all drown'd 


IA vat deep, whit +3 nothing dliembogues! f 
Ind, ing, they bequeath thee. iImall renown. 
Fhe = are on the wing: How fleet. 88 flight! 
ulrcad- has the fatal trait took firs 


A moment. and the world's blown up to th 


Tas Luan is darkn 1018. 2nd. the ſtars are d. * 
18 . wiſe to talk with our pait hours; 
An! affe them, avhat report they bore to heavens 
And how the ey mitzyt hase borne more welcome news. 


ITibir answers form what men E:peiicnce call; 
2 4 7 
If Wiſdom's friend, her bet; if not, werlt foc. 


K ; . 7 . *1\ . 
O reconzile chem! Kind Experience cries, 


„ There's nothin 5 here, but what as nothing weighs; 


he more our joy, ne more we knew it vain; 
«CL 


41121 by {iceeis as tutor'd to deſpair.“ 


Nor is it ov3y thus, but muſt be fo. 


Who knows net tlie, tlG grey, is fi} a child. 

[note then {from carth the graip of fond deurs. 

Yegh anchor, and ſome: happier. clim2 explore, 
Alt tho fo mooi'd thiu. canſt not Giſen Zagc, 


Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future 3 2 


Since, by Life's Palling breath, blown up from earth, 


Light, as the ſummer's duſt, We take in air 


A moment's giddy flight, and fall again; ; 
Join the dull maſs, 3 the trodden ſoil, 


And ileep, till earth herſcit ſhall be no Ro: z 


Since then (as emmets, heir {mail world 0 *ertkrow) 


We, fore amaz d, from out earth's ruins crawl, 


And rite to fate æxtreme of foul or fair, 


As man's own.choize (controuler of the ſkies 9 


As man's c.eipotic will, perha p3 ene hour, 
(0 how omn potent is tim - 9 decrecs; 


Should not each w arning give a tirong alarm? 
Waruing, far leſs than that of Hoſom. torn 


Fron: 


Ws. 
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1 


C Tot, Darn,  FRENDERTEL » 


m do ſom, bleeding o'er the ſactred dead! 
| Should dot each Gal ttrike us as we pals, 


So} 


5 ntous, as the writtsu wall, which ftruek, 


(Yer midn! iht bor Is, the. proud Allyrian pale, 
25 chile } hih-3utbt, wich inſole nde, and wine? 
Re th at; the cial ſpeaks: and points to thee, 
L.OREXZO «Joth to break tay Danqu et up: 
Oman, thy kingdom: 18 dcputing from thee 3 
„ And, while it:Jaits, .is em: tier than my Dua. le. 
Is Clent ] language ſuch: Nor reed'it tudu ca! 
ihy Magi, to cecypher what it means. 
Eno, , Ike.the MAcdian, fate 1 is in thy calls ; 


Toit alk, Hew ?: Whence ?. Belſhazzar-lise, amaz“ 4 1 


— 


Mau's make incloles the dure lecds of den 10 

Lie ſcads the murderer; Ipgrate! hetirive 

On her ow real, and then his nave GEvOur. 
Bat, here, IR ZO, the deluſion lies; / 

That ſolar thadow. as it meaſures Die, 

It! e reſemBles too: Lifc feeds» day 


rom point to point, tho ſecgning to ſtand ſtill. 


The cunning fu gil iS f by falth: 
Too ſubcile is the movenent to be {gn z 
Let ſoon man's hour 5 up, and were 80g. 


W arnin, IS Point G CUT: danger; 3 Cnomons, time: i 


A8 thele are uſebſs lien ui 0 18 ſct: 
So thoſe. bat hen more glorious Reaſon G:incss 
Reaſcn ſhow judge in all; in r:afon's eye, 
That ſcdectary ſhalow travels hard. 

ut ſuck Our: grevitation to thc vi "Og 

r. p-one our hcarts to whilper wiat we 8 a 

1s later with tae wiſe than he's aware 

1 Wilmington goes Gower than the fu! 1 2 

And all manbind miſtake tlic ir time ot day; 
BY age itfelf. Freſh hopes are heurly fn 
In ſurrow'd brows. - To gendle lies deſcent 
We ſnut our eyes, an! think it is a plain. 

12.2 


We 


Ld 4 S 
- 3 


c 


"be: Tur Go unrl A IN r. Nielt 2. 


And turn our Sleflings into bane. Since ot 
an muit compute that age he cannot tech, 


=o — S nes — — 


"Phus at life's lateſt eve, we keep in ſtore 
One appointment fore, to crown the ret 5 


Vihoſe mind was moral, as the preacher's tongue; 
And ſtrong, to wield all ſcience, worth the name; 


Tw. ins ty'd by nature, if thoy part, they die. 


Ye take fair 473 in winter, for the ſpring; 


ig ſcarce believes he's older for his years. | 


wb þ * 


The ditappointment of a promis'd Rake 
„On This, or ſimilar, PaiLart DR! thou 


How often we talbd down the: ſumgner's Tun, 

And cooPd our patlions by the breezy ſtream! 
Hcw oiten * we'd and ſhorten'd winter's eve, | 
V2 7 conflict! Id, that rack Eur latent truth, Hy 4 4 | 
at found, {9 fought 3 to the Recluſe nſore Coy < 4 
1 oughts di! ſentangle paſſing o'er the lip; 3 | 
(leer runs the thread x 5 if not, 'tis thrown away, | 
Or kt to tie up Nonſenſe for a ſong; | 1 
5 ag, to Honable fruxleſs; ſuch as tains A | 
ihe Fancy, and unhallowd P aſhon tires 
ming her ſaihts to Cythers <2's fane. | 
Rnow ft thou 15 Loxexzo ! RN, tht [21 friend contains ? | 
As bees mixt Nectar draw from 3 Zagrant fou rs, ; | 
So men fror FRIENDSHIP, Wiſdon and Delight; 


rink —_ no friend to ſet thy mind abnach ? . 
Good Senſe will ſtagnate. Thoughts {his up, want 


aw 
£44 


And fpoil, like bales unopen'd to the ſu. 
Head raough t been all, ſweet ſpecch had been den)? dz 


33 J 7 1 77 5 
Epecch, thoughts canal! 1. ſpeech, thought's criterica ; 


8 
. 
— — + 


I 
Tkeugkt in the: mine, may eome forth gold, or aroſs ;þ 
W 5 ben cc: n'd in wozdz, we know its real wor th. 
17 F erling, ſtore it fer t thy ſuture uſe; 
7 'd P 1G - ** % 

1 «ll d de thee benefit; perhaps, renown. 


e+. 
22 
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Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more poſſelt; 

J Teacting, we learn; and, giving, WE retain 
„The births of intellect; when dumb, forgot, 
Speech ventilates our intzNettual fire; 
Spedch burnithes our mental magazine 3 j | 
Brigktens, for ornament 5 and whets, ſor ne, 
| What numbers, fheath'd in erudicion, lie, 
Plung'd to the liits in venerable temes, 

And ruſted in; who might have Lorne an edge, 
409 2 da fori Shtly bean, il borne to ſfecch; 

If born bleſt heirs of half their mother's tongue! 

"Tis thought's exchange, Witch, like th' Alternate puſh | 
Of waves conflicting, breaks the learned icum 
th 04 And defecates the ſtudent's ſtanding pool. 
8 In Contemplation is his proud reſcource? 
"Tis poor, as proud, Ly Converſe unfuitain . 
bh | Rude thought runs wild in Con tomplati 2's 
QC Mnveric, the mne breaks it to the bit 
Os due reſtraint; and emulation's pur 

| Gives graceful energy, by rivals aw'd. 

Lis converſe de tor ſclitude; 

ains? I exereiſe, for ſalutary ret. | 

rs, Bit that untutor , Conteim le ation raves: - 
ght 3 12 And ie = 21,Þ 3 donn 5 nene 


nan 


* 


n 


And Feet then 5 th C beet © ambroſi Me 

„ want WE nat is the, Þ but the means of tlap pints? 
hat uno xain'd, than foily more a fool; 

LA melancholy fool: without her belle. 
deny? ds 3 (hip. the means of Wiſdom, richly gives n 
criteria he Frecious end, eas makes our wiſcom wiſz, 

A e in zeal or k nan _—y | 
or droſs Le tes, or dampe, anundiviced joy. 
oy is an import; joy is an exch ange; 

y flies menopo Ia: : It calls for Two; 

Mica fruit! heav'n- n. plante d never pluck? d by One, 
Thought] 5 ; Needtul 


30 Tun Gon r rA .. Night 2. 
Nee ful auxiliars are our friends, to give 
Jo ſocial man true reliſh of himicit. 
Full ou Curie! ves, deſconding in a uM 
Jeafure's bright beam is feeble in delig! 
Del elight muten , is taken by rebound; 
Reverbeiated pleeſu ES fire. the breaſt. 
| Celetiial Lap) neſs, .whens'er ſne 3 
To viſit carth, one thrine the goddeſs finds 
And one alone, to mate her feet mende 
For abſent heaven — the boſom of a jriend ; 
WI here heart meets heart, reciprocaliy ſoft, 
Zach other's pilow to repols divine. 
Beware the counterfeit: In Pallion's flame 
Hearts melt, but melt Ike.ice, ſoon harder fron. ; 
'Truc love firikes root in Rea ſon; Paſlion s tos 
Virtue alone entenders us for lie: 
7 wrong her much zutenders us for ever © 
0 f en l up's faire fruits, the fraib mott ſair 
Is Virtue kindiing at a rival. fire, 
And, emulouſly, rapid an her race. 
0 the foft-cumity | endearing ſtriſe 
his carries friendſhip to her nooketide point, 
And gives the river of cternity. 

From Friendſhip, which outlizes m former thmes;. 
Glorions ſurviver of old Time and Death! 
em Þ Tiendtuip, thus, that fehr of heavinly ſced, 
The wiſe eztract earth's molt. Hyblean blits,.. 
Super 10 wie crown'd wäth fmiling joy. 

But for whom bloſſoms this Elvin flower? 
Abroad They find, who cheriſh jt at Home. . 
LORESZO: 8 pardon. what my love extorts,. 

An honeſt love, and not afraid to frown. 
Though choice of follies ſaſten on the Great, . 
None clin ng more obſtinatc, than fancy, fond 
That {acred fri endihip is their eaiy prey. 
Caugbt by the waiture .of © golden Jure, 


_— ** 
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Or ſaſcinatien of a highborm ſmile. 
Their ſmiles, the Great, and the Coquet, throw out 
For Otliers hearts, tenacious of: their OW n; 
And we no. leſs of oprs, when ſuch the bait, 
Ye fortune's coflcrers! Ye pow'rs of wealth! 
Jan Gold gain friendſhip? Impudence of hope! 
As well mere man and angel might beget. 
Love, and Love only, is the loan for love. 
Lonzxzo ! pride repreſs ; nor hops to find 
A friend, but what has fo:nd-a friend in Thee. 
Al like the purchale z few the price will Pay; 
And this makes ande ſuch miracles below. 
2 What if (ſince daring on ſo nice a thems)” 
I ſhow the friendſhip Delicate, as Dear, 
Of ten:ler violations apt to dic? 
Reverie, will wound it; and Didruſt, deſtroy. 
-:Jeliberate on all things with thy friend. £2 
But ſince friends grow not thick an.ev'ry bough, 
Nor cv'ry friend aurette: at tha core; | 
Pirſt, on thy friend, delib'rate wich Thyſclf ; 
Pauſe, ponder, ſiſt; not Eager in the choice. 
Nor Jealous of the ofen 4 Fixing, Fix; 
Judge before triendiſliip, then confide vl} deaths | 
Well, for: thy friend; but nobler far for Ther; : 5 
How gallant danger for earth's hig elt prize | 
A friend is worth. all hazards we can run. 
85 __ is the friendleſs matter of a world: 
1 = A world. in, purchaſe for a friend is gain.“ 
6 80 ſuug He (angels hear that angel; ling.! 
Angels froin friendthip gather half their jov) 
80 fung T PHI. LANDERS as his friend went round 
In the rich ichor, iu the gan'rous Blood 
Or Bace'tirs, purple god of joyous wit, 
A brow ſolute, and ever-Jaughing eye. 
He drank long health, an | virtue, to his frient; 
14¹ lend, Who warm 4 him more, who more inſpir 4. 
Viicnditip's 


3 T HE GOA LA r. Night 2. 


Fren 1295s the wine of life; but friendihip n2w 
5 , . 
(Not lach was His) is neither Scrong, nor Pure. 


0! for the briglit compleyion, c cordial warmth, 


And elevating ſpirit, of a friend, 
Por twenty EINE ripening b 7 my {ſide 


All fecnlence of falſeh:-0d long e down . 


All ſocial virtues riſing in his foul ; 


As cryilal clear: and {mi ling, as t' ney riſe! 


Here ne gor flows: it foarkles 3 in our ſights 

Rich to tne taſce, and Fenui: ie from the TY 

High-#avour'd bliſs "Hogg go is! on earth how rare! 

On earth how loſt ! —<ParitaxnzR is ns more. 
Toink'it thou the theme intozicates my ſong 

Am I too warm? Too warm I cannot be. 

J lov'd him much; but now I love him more. 


Like birds, whoſe be zautizs languiſh, half-conce 22] 4. 


Till mounte l on the wing, their gloſiy plumes 

Expanded ſhins with azure, green, and Bold; 

How bleſſin gs brighten as they take their fliglit! 
iis flight Pail ar Dak took; his. 1 ard flight, 

I'ever ſoul aſcent led, Hall he dropt, 

(That eagle genius J0 had he let fall 

One cather as he flew; I, then, had wrote, 

ends might Hatter 3 prudent foes forbe 


2 

— — 
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—7 
2 
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| Rivals 5 ree damn; and Zoluus reprieve. 


Yet wilat Lea! n, I muſt: It were profane 
1 Ll 

To quency a glory lighted at hs ſkies, 
And caſt in ! aden his lu rious cloſe, 


trange the them? molt affe Ang, moit ſublime, 


Momentors moſt to man, ſhould fleep unſung 


And yet it fleeps, by genius unawak?:, 


Painim or Chriſtian; to the blu. of wit. 

A 's highest triun ub: 1 man's proſoun deſt fall! 
The Deatibed of. the ju! ! is yet un lrawu 

By mortal band; it merits a Fol ine 


Ay gels. ſhe! pant it. angels ever There; 


There, 


r 


05 Tutr, 983 Fnieupsur. 2 


There, on a poſt of honour, and of joy: 

Dare I preſume, then? But Purtavper bids; ; 
And glory tempts, ana inclination calls 
Yet am I ſtruck : as irudt the ſoul, beneath 
Aerial Groves impenctrable gloom 3 : 
Or, in tome migaty Nuin's ſolemn ſhades 
Or, gazing by pale lamps on high-born Duſt, 
In vaults; tain cour:s of poor undatter' 1 kings 3 
Or, at the midnight Altar's hallow'd flame. 
Is it religion to Procce ed: 1 paulo—— N 
And enter, aw'd, the temple of my theme. 
Js it his death-hed : No: t is his ſhrine: 
Behold him, toerc, juit riſing to a god. 

The chamber where the good man meets his 

late, 

I priv leg beyond the common walk 
Of virtuou> lic, quite in the verze of beav'n; 
Fly, ve prolas 4s ! [f not, draw near vith awe, 
Receive de bicing, ang adore the Chat ney 
That throw in this Bethelia your clicale z 
If unreiior'd by nis, deipair your cure. 


For, ti:re, reluileis Jemonitrat ion divers 5 

A Ceath-v elsa tests of tue hœart. 

Here tir'd di. mulation dro Ps her maſque, 
Thraugh life's grimace, that miltreſs of the icons 
Here Real, and pparent, are the Same, 

You lee tie Man; you ſee his hold on heav'n; 


If found his virtue; as PalLaxpes's, ſound, 


1 & 


Heav'n waits not the laſt moment owns her ſriendæ 


On this ftie death; and points them uk LO men, 

A lecture, ſtent, but of ſov'reign pow'r ! 

Io bes, con aſion; and to virtue. peace. 
Whatcrver farce the nog hero plays, 

Virtue alone has majety in death; 

And rreat: I itll, the hay the tyrant fYOWTS> 

Purr.a:zoia | he ſeverely frown'd on chee. 
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No warning giè'n! Unceremonious fate ! 

« A ſudden ruſh from life's meridian joy ! 

& A wrench from all we love! from all we are! 

6 Areſtleſs bed of pain! a plunge opaque 

„ Bevond conjecture ! feeble Nature's Gread! 

66 Strong Reaton's ſhudder at the dark unknown! 

A ſun <xtinguith ! a juſt opening grave! 

„ And: Oh! the laſt, lait, what? (can words 
expreſs? _ 

& Thought reach it: > the dene of a friend! 
Where arc thofe horrors, that amazement, where, 

This hideous group of ills. which ſingly ſhook, 
Demand from man ?—! thou: Skt him man till now. 

Thro' nature's wreck, thro' vanquiſh'd agonies, 

(Like the ſtars ſtrug 88 ng through this midnight 
gloom) 
nat gleams of joy? what more than human 
peace; | | 

Where, the frail mortal? the poor abject worm? 

No, not in death, the Mortal to be ſound. 

His conduct is a legacy for All. 

Richer than Mammon's for his ſingle heir. 

His comforters he comforts; Great in ruin, 

With unreluctant grandeur, gives, not yields 

His ſoul ſublime; and cloſes with his fate. 

How our hearts burn within us at the ſcene ! 
Whence this brave bound o'er limits fix d to man? 
His God ſuſtains him in his final hour! 

His final hour brings glory to his God: 

Man's glory heav'n voachſafe's to call her own. 
We gaze, we weep; ; mizt tears of grief and joy! 
Amazement ſtrikes! devotion burg to flame 
Ciriftians Adore! and Infigels Believe. 

As ſome tall tow'rz or loity mountain's brayw 
Detains the ſun, IIlustrous from its height; | 
While riſing va apours, and ceſcenving ſha des, 

> With 


ON Tore, Darn, FRIEN&DS HTP. 
Wich damps, and darkneſs, drown the ſpacious 
vale; 
Undampt by doubt, undarken'd by deſpair, 
PniLAx Den, thus, auguſtly rears his head, 
At chat black hour, which gen'ral horror ſheds 
On the low level of th? N e throng 
Sweet Peace, and heav'nly Hope, and nd Joys 
Divinely beam on his exalted foul 
VDeſtruction gild, and crown him for the ixics, 
With inecnzmunic able lufre, bright. 
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NIGHT THE THIRD. 


TO HER GRACE 
THE DUCHESS OF T 
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Ineſcenda quidem, ſcirent ji ignoſcere manes, 


* 


VIRC. 
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| Fe Dreams, where thought in fancy's maze 


runs mad, | 
To Reaſon, that heav'n lighted lamp in man, 
Onee mote I wake; and at the deſiin'd hour, 
Punciual as lovers to the moment ſworn, 
I keep my aſſignation with my woe. 
0! Loſt to virtue, loſt to manly thonght, 
Loſt to the noble fallies of the ſoul ! 


Who 
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Where Senic runs ſavage, broke from 


N ARCISSA 37 
Who think it t ſolitude, to be Alone. 


Communion {weet ! commumion large and ligh ! 

Our Realon, Guardian-Angel, and our God! 

Then nearett Thele, when Others moſt remote; 

And All, ere leng, ſhall be remote, but I hieſe, 

do dreadful, Then, to meet them all alone, 

A ſti anger unacknowledg 41 unapprov'd 

Now wo them; wed them : bind them to thy breaſt 

To win thy wich creation has no more: 

Or if we witha fourth, it is a Friend 

But friends, how mortal! dang'rous the deſire. 
Take Pnorzus to yourſelves, ye baſking bards! 

Inebriate at fair fortune's fountain-head; 

And reeling through the wilderneſs of jo oy 3 

Re 


zaſon's chain, 
And ſings falſe peace, till ſmother'd wth the pall. 


My fortune is unlike; unlike my ons 
Unlike the deity my fon invokes. t 5. 
Ito Day's ſoft-cy'd lifter pay my court, 
(ExDyMioN's rival ) and her aid implore; - 


| Now firſt implor'd in ſuecour to the Muſe. 


Thou, who didit lately borrow * CTST¹IA'Ss form 
And modeſtly forego thine Own! 0 thou, 
Who, didſt thyſelf, at midnight hours, inſpire! 


av, why not CrxTHA patroneſs of icng ? 


As Thou ker creſcent, the thy character 
Afſumes ; itill more a goudeſs by the change. 
Are there demurring wits; who dare diſpute 
This revolution in the world inſpir 42 


Le train Pierian! to the Lunar ſphere, 


In ſilent hour, addreſs your ardent call 
i 


For aid immortal 4 leſs her brother's right. 


She, with the ipheres harmonious, nightly leads 


The 


oma. to 


_—_— 


* At the Duke of Nourocy's 0 maſque rade. 
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38 T uE COM TTLIATN T.. Night 3. 


The mazy dance, and hears their matehleſs ſtrain, 
A ſtrain for gods, deny'd to mortal ear. 


Tranſmit it heard, thou ſilver queen of heav'n ! 


What title, or what name, endears thee moit ? 
CyxTaia | CyLLENE! Puctgr !—or doſt hear 
With higher guſt, fair P——D of the tkies! 


Is that che ſott inchanim<nt calls thee down, 
More pow'rful than of old Circean charm ? 
Come; but from heav'nly banquets with thee bring 


The ſoul of ſong, and whiſpering in my ear. 

The theft divine: or in propitious dreams | 
(For dreams are Time) transtuſe it thro' the breaft 
Of thy firit votary—3But not thy laſt: | 
If, like thy Namelake, tho art ever kmd. 

And kind thou wilt be: kind on ſuch a theme: 


A theme fo like thee, a quite lunar theme, 
Soft, modeſt, melancholy, female, fair! 


A theme that role all pale, and told my foul, 


"Twas Night: on her fond hopes perpetual night; 
Anight which ſtruck a damp, a deadlier damp, 
Than that which imote me trom PuiLANDAn's tomb, 
 Narcrssa follows, ere his tomb is cjos'd 
| Woes cluſter ; rare are ſolitary woes; 


They love a train, they tread each other's heel; 
Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 
The grief that ſtarted from my lids for Him: 
Seizes the falt leis, altenate': tear, | 
Or ſhares it, ere it alls. So frequent death, 
Sorrow he more than cauſcs, he confounds: 

For human ſighs his rival- ſtrokes contend, 

And make ditireſs, diſtraction, Oh PEILANDER! 
What was thy ſate? A double fate to me; 
Portcnt, and pain! a menace, and a blow! 
Like the black raven hov'ring o'er my peace, 
Not lets a bird of omen, than of prey. 


It call'd Naxcissa long before her hour; 
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3— NAR GIS SA. 30: 
II call'd her tender ſou] „by break of bliſs, | 
Prom the firit bloſſom, from the buds of joy; 
"Thoſe tew our noxious "Fats unblaſted leaves 
In this inclement ne of human lite. 
Sweet harmoniu! and Beautiful as ſweet! 
And Young as beautiful! and Soft as young : 
And Gay as ſoft! and Innocent as gay! 
And Happy (if aught Happy here) as good! 
For fortune fond had buile ner NCI on high. 
Like birds quits ezquitite of note and plume, 
Transfixt by face (who loves a lofty mark) 
How from the ſummit of the grove {hs fell, 
And leſt it unharmonious! All its charms 
3 Extinguiſh'd in the wonders of her ſong 
Her long itill vibrates in my ravith'd 8 
Still melting there, and wich voluptuous pain, 
(O to forget her!) chrilling through my heart; 
Song, Beauty, Youth, Lose, Virtue, Joy! this 


grou 
Of bright ideas, "I of ES 
, As yet ae m one blaze e bind, 


EKnccl, and preſent it to the ſkies; as All 

| We gueſs of heav'n: And theſe were all her own, 
And ſhe was mine; and I waw—was —moſt bleſ.— 
Gay title of the deepeit milery ! 

As bodies grow more pond'rous, robb'd of life; 
Good loit weighs more in grief, than gain'd. in joy. 
Like bloſſom'd trees o'erturn d by vernal ſtorm, 

Jovely in death the beauteous ruin lay; 
And if in death ſtill lovely, lovelier There; 
For lovelier! pity {wells the tile of love. 
And will not the ſevere excuſe a ſigh? 
Scorn the proud man that is aſham'd to weep 3 
Our tears induJz'd indeed deſerve our ſhame. 
ve that c'er Jott an angel ! pity me. 
Scon as the luſtre langaiſh' d in her eye, 
i: 8 TEE Dawning 


AD Tux ComyLlaltxtT Night z. 


Dawning a dimmer day on human ſigbt; 
In l on her cheek, the reſi lence of ſpring, 
Pale omen ſat; and ſcatter'd fears around 
On all that ſaw (and who would ceaſe to gaze, 
That one had ſeen?) with haſte, parental haſlc, 
1] fiew, I ſnatch'd her from the rigid north, 
er native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 
Ani bore her nearer to the ſun ; the ſun 
(A if the {un could envy) check's his beam, 
Deny'd his wonte-i ſuccour; nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping, than the bells 
Of lilies; faireſt lilies, not fo fair! 

Oucen lilies! and ye painted populac 
Wha dwell in fiel =, and lead ambroſial 155 5 
In morn and ey'ning.dew, your beauties bathe, 


And drink the ſun; ” which gives your cheeks to glow, I 


And out-bluſh (mine excepted) | ev ry 12ir, 
You glaJher grew, ambitious of her han 4, 
Which often cropt your o-tours, incenſe meet 
To thouglit fo pure! Ye lovely fugitives! 
(152val race with man! for man you ſmile; 
Why not pile at him too? You ſhare indeed 
His ſadien paſs } but not his conſtant pain. 

So man is ma. e NOUS Pan ters deli ight, 


By wiat his glowing paſſions, can engage; 


And giowing paſſions, bent on aught ba low, 

Mui, ſoon or Ion with anguith turn dhe ſcale; 

And ang gaiſh. after rapeiul re, how levere ! 

Raptur 9 Bold man! who tempts the wrath divine, 

By plucking fruit den,'d to mortal iaſte, 

Wile be re, preſuming on the rights of keav'n 

For tranſport doit thou call on ey ry hour, 

Loxznzo ? At thy {friend's expence he wie; 

Lean not on carth; *twill pierce thes to the heart: 

A-brozn rod, at beſt; but, ot, 5 ſpear: 

On its ba Point peace bloeds, an d hope expires. 
| Turn, 
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Turn, hopeleſs thought! turn from her :——Thougir: 
repell'd | 

Neſenting rallie ies, and wakes-ev'ry woe. 
Snate vd ere thy prime! and in thy bridal hour ! 
And when kind fortune, with thy lover, ſinil'd! 
And when high flavon: of thy freſh op'ning joys: ?: 
And when blind man pronounc'd thy bli:? complete 0 
And on a foreign eG ; where ſtrangers wept + 
Strangers to Thee; and, more ſurpriing Gili, 
Strangers to Kindnefs, wept: heir eyes let Fall 
Tahuinzh tears; ſtrange tears ! that trickled down 
From marble hearts * [ "obs lurate tenderneots | 
A tenderneſs that call'd them more levere 
In ſpite of nature's [oft perſuaſion, ſteel'd; 
While nature melted, ſuperſtition rav'd 5 
That mourn'd the dead; ; and this deny d a grave. 

Their ſighs incens'd; ſighs foreign to the will! 
Their will | the tyger ſuck d.  outrag 4 the ſcorra. 
For Oh ! the curtt anzodlineſs of zcal! 
2 ile ſinful fein relented, pi rit il . 

In blind infallibillity's embrace, 

The fainted: ſpirit petrify'd the breaft: 
Deny”. 4 the charity of dalt, to ſbread 
O'er e Init! a charity that dogs enzon. 


What cout I do? What ſuccour ? What reſources ? 


Wh pious acrilege, a grave I ſtole; 
Vich impious piety, that grave I wrong'd ; 
Shi ert in my duty; co: ard in my gries! 
More like her mürde erer, than tric, I 200 
With ſoft ſuſpen led geh, and muffled deen 
In midnight daikneſs, chiſper d my last N 
I whifper'd what ſhould echo thro? their realms 
Nor write her name, who le como mould; picres the 
ſxles. 
Prefumpt: zous fear! How dart ! 0 cad her £ des, 
WI hile nat arc 3 * Ci Alictates 1 GC Th R If 22 
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42 TR Cour r AIT N Tr. Night 3. 
Pardon neceſſity, bleſt ſhade ! Of grief 

And indignation rival burſts I pour'd; 

Half exccration mingled with my prayer; 

Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd; 

Sore grudg'd the ſavage land her ſacred du uſt s N 

Stampt the curſt ſoil; and with humanity — 
(Deny'd NARclssA) wiſh? d them all a grave. 1 

Glows my reſentment into gwlt? What guilt 
Can equal violations of the dead ? | 
"The dead how ſacred ! Sacred is the auſt 

Or this heav'n-labour' d form, erect, divine! 

Fhis heav'n- aſſum'd majeſtic robe of earth, 

NH deſign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt expanſe 
With azure bright, and cloth'd the ſun in gold. 
When ev'ry patlion leeps that can oflend; 

When ſtrikes us ev'ry motive than can melt: 

When man can wreak his rancour uncontroul'd, 
That ſtrongeit curb on inſult and ill- will; 

Then, ſpleen to duſt? the duſt of innocence ? 
In angel's duſt ?—This Lueifer tranſcends; 
hen he conten'ls for the patriarch's bones, | 

"'Fwas not the ſtrife of malice, but of Pride; 1 
T » {trife of pontiff pride, not pontiff g gall. 
Far leſs than This | 18 ſhocking! in a race 

Lott wretched, but from ſtreams of mutual love; 

| Ana e but for love divine; 

And, but for love divine, this eee 1ſt, 
ty ate reſorb'd, and ſunk 1 in endleſs nicht. 
Mas hard of beat to man ! of horrid things 
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Loſt horrid ! Mid ug endous, highly fra nge. 
* et tel. his eourte ſies are ſmoother Wrongs; 1 
Pride branlithes the favours He confers, þ 


Ans contumelious his hum: anity”: 
big nat then his 3 vengeance | Hear it not, ve lars! 4 
n thou. pale moon! turn paler at the Bunz 4 

| +4 r 18 to an the lure 2/1, ſure: t ill, 
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A previous blaſt foretells the riſing ſtorm $ 

ed crwhelming turrets threaten cre they all: 
Volcano's bellow ere they difembogue ; 

Earth trembles ere her yawing jaws devour ; 

And ſmoke betrays the wide-coniuming flew s: 

7 Nuin from man is moſt conceal'd when near, 

And ſcnhds the dreadful N in the blow. 

Fs chis the flight of fancy? Would it were! 

Heav'n's Sovercign ſaves. all beings, but kimſclf,. 

That hideous ſigut, a naked human. heart. 

Fir'd is' the muſe? And let. the mule be fir d: 
ho not inflam'd, when what he peaks, he feels, 
And in the nerve molt tender, in his friends? 

Shame to. mankind-!. PerLanDER had Eis focs; 

He felt the truths I ſing, and I in Him, 

But He, not I, feel more: Put ils, NARCISSA! 

ATE lan 11 Thee, thou recent wound of heart ! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other fangs; 
Pangs num'rous, as the num'rous ills that {warns 
Wer thy diſtinguiſii'd fate, and, cluit ring There 
Thick as the locuits on the 1:: 4 of Nile, 

Made death more deadly, and mere dark the ded 
Reniect (if not ſorgot my touching tale) 

How was cach circumſtance with L aſpics arm ? 

An aipice, Each! and Jl, an Hydra woe: 
What ſtrong Hereuican. virtuc cculd aner 
Or 3s ic virtue to be CONGQUCT 'd Here 
Thus hoary check. @ train of tears 8 'E 
And. each tear mourns its 0wn dingt diſtreſs; 
And each Gifireis, ditincdly mourn'd, demands 
Of grct mill more, as heighten'd by the. whole. 
A grief lire this proprictors ezclades: 

Not friends alone fach obſequics nas ak 
4 They make Mankind the mourner; carry fohs 
bar as the fatal Lame can wing her way; 
| And turn the gave thought of gayeſt age, 
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Down their right channel, through the vale of death, Juit 
The 1 of death! that huſh'd Cimmerian vale, | Q cl 
Where darkneſs, brooding o'er unfiniſh'd fates, | Ane 
With raven = wing incumbeat, waits the day .* --jf._- x6 
(Dread day!) that interuicts all future change! 0 
That ſubterranean world, that land of run! 3 All 
Fit, walk, Lokexzo, for proud human thought ; {V8 
There let my thought expatiate, and explore | 1 W. 
Bal'.cmic truths, and healing ſentiments, {Sh 
Of all moit wanted, and moſt welcome here... - T 
For gay Lonexzo's ſake, and for my own, 3 
My toul! “ The fruits of dying friends ſurveys | 1 
9M Expole the vain of life; weigh lite and death; | i 
<« Give death his eulogy; thy tear ſubdue z 
And labour that firit palm of noble minds, | 0 
A manly ſcorn of terror from the tomb. E | 
This harveſt reap from thy Narctssa's grave. Yi 3 


As pocts feign'd from AJjax' ſtreaming blood | | 
Aroſe, with grief inſcrib'd, a mournful flow'r; 5 
Let witdom bloſſom from my mortal wound. 
And firſt, of dying friends; what fruit from theſe ? 
It brings us mare than triple aid; an aid 
Jo chaſe our thoughtlefnels, fear, pride, and guilt. 
Our dying iriends come o'er us like a cloud, 
To damp our brainleſs ardors; and abate 
That glare of liſe, which often blinds the wiſe. 
Our dying | friends are pioneers, to ſmooth 
Our rugged pals to death; to 5 cal: thoſe bars 
Of terror, and abhorrenoe, nature throws 
Croſs our obſtructed way; and thus to make 
Welcome, as ſaſę, our port ſrom ev'ry ſtorm. 
Each friend by fate ſnatch'd from us, is a plume 
Pluck'd from the wing of human vanity, 
Which makes us ſtoop from our aerial heights, 
And damp'd with omen of our own deceaſe, 
On drooping pinions of ambition lower?d, 
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Juit ſkim earth's ſurface, &'er we break it up, 
O'er purid earth to icrateh a little duſt, 
And ſave the world a nuiſance, Smicten ſreends 
u angels lent to errands jull of love; 
For us tuey languiſh, and for us they die: 
Aud tball they languiſh, ſhall they ic, in van? 
Ungratetu), thall we grieve their hov'ling ſhades, 
WWiuch wait the revolution in our hearts ? 
Shall we diſdain their {ienc, ſoſt addreſs; : 
Their poſtliumous advice, and pious pray 'r ? 
Senſeleſs, as herds that graze their hallow'd graves, 
Tread under. foot their agonies and groans; 


Fruſtrate their anguiſh, and deſtroy their deaths? 


Loxzxzo! no; the thought of death indulge; 
aveIvt its wholeſome empire! let it reign, 
That kind chaſtiſer of thy foul in joy! 

Its reign will ſpread thy glorious conqueſts far, 
And ſtill the tumults of thy ruffled breatt : 


Auſpicious Aera | golden days, begin ! 


The thought of death ſhall, like a god, inſpire. 


And why not think on death} 2 Is life the theme 


Ofev'ry thought and with of ev'ry hour? 
And ſong of ev'ry joy? Surpriſing truth! 
The beaten ſpaniel's fondnels not ſo ſtrange, 
To wave the num'rous ills that ſeize on ile 
As their own property, their lawful prey 
Ere man has meaſur'd half his weary ſtage, 
His luxuries have left him no reſerve, 

No maiden reliſhes, unbroach'd delights; 

On cold fery*d repetitions he ſubſiſts, 

And in the taſtleſs pretent chews the paſt ; 
Diſguſted chews, and ſcarce can ſwallow dow u. 


Like laviſh anceſtors, his earlier years 


Have diſinherited his future hours, 
Which ſtarve on arts and glean their former field. 
Live ever here, Lorenzo i—ſhocking thought! 
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So ſhocking, they who with, diſown it too 4 
Diſown from thame, what they from folly No ave. 
Live ever iu the womb, nor ſce the light? 
For what live ever here? With lab'ring ſtep: 
To tread our former footſteps? Pace ther nd 
Eternal, To climb life's worn, heavy wheel, 
Wick craws up nothing new ? To beat, and beat: 
The beaten track? To bid each wretched day 
The former mock 2 To ſurſeit on the ſame, 
And yawn our Joys : Or think &mulery- 
For change, th 0 ſad? To ſee what we have ſeen 2: 
Heer, till unheard, the lime old ſlabber'd tale ?. 
To taſte the taited, ind at caeh return 
Leſs taſteful! O'er eur palates to decant 
Anotlker vintage? St train-a flatter year, 
IT bro' loaded veilels, and a lazer tone? | 
Crazy machines to grind earth's waſted fruits! 
i-grow dag, and worſe eoncos Rod» Lead, not life. 
The rational ſoul kennels or excels !: 
Stli-ſireaming through-fares of dull debauci! 
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Trembling cach gulp, belt death ihould inatch the 


Low 1. 

Such of our fine ones is the with refin'd! 
SO would they have zt: Elegant deſirc! | 
Why not invite the bellowing x ſto alls, and wids 2 
But ſuch exam les might 6 jor riot awe. 
Thro' want of virtue, that is, want of: chought, 
(Tho' on bright thought they father all their flights). 
To what are they reduc'd? To love, and hate, 
The ſame vain world; to cenſure, and eſpouſe, 
This painted ſhrew of life, who calls them fool 
Each moment of each day; to fiatter bad. 
Thro' dread of worſe; to eling: to this rude rock,. 
Barren. to them, of good, and the rp with Als, 
And Lourly blacken'd w ith-inpending ſtor ns 
And infamous for wrecks of kymun E 
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Soar d at the gloomy gulph, that yawns beneath. 
Such are their triumphs ! ſuch their pangs of joy! 


'Tis time, high time, to ſhift this diſmal ſcene. 
This hugg'd, this hideous ſtate, what art can eure? 
One only; but that one, what all may reach; 
Vigertue—ſhe, wonder-working goddeſs! charms 
That rock to bloom; and tames the painted ſhrew; 
And waat will more ſurpriſe, Loxexzo : gives 
To life's ſick, nauſeous interation, change; 

And ftraitens nature's circle to a line. 


_Bzlizv'it thou this, Lozzxzo? lend an ear, 


A patient ear, thon It bluſh to diſbelieve. 

A languid, leaden, iteration reigns, 
And ever mutt, o'er thoſe, whoſe joys are joys 
Ol ſight, ſmell, taſte: The cuckow- ſcaſons {ing 
The fame dull note to ſuch as nothing prize, 
But what thoſe ſcaſons, from the teeming earth, 
To doating ſenſe indulge. But nobler minds, 
Wich reliſh fruit, unripen'd by the ſun, 
Make their days various; various as the dyes 
n the dove's neck, which wanton in his rays. 
On minds of dove-like innocence poſſeſt, 
On lighten'd minds, that baſk in virtue's beams, 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old reſolves _ 
In that, for which they long; for which they live. 
Tneir glorious efforts, wing'd with heav'nly hope, 
Lach riſing morning ſees ſtill higher riſe; 
Lach bounteous dawn its novelty preſents 
Jo worth maturing, new ſtrength, luſtre, fame; 
VWhize nature's cirele, like a ciharior-wheel 
Rolling beneath their elevated aims, 


Makes their proſpect fairer ev'ry hour; 


Advancing virtue, in a Line cf bliſs; | 
Vireue, wich Cüriſtian motives beſt inſpire. 
Ana vhs, which Chrillian fohemes alone eniure ; 
nd tha!) we then, ſor vartue's fake, commence 
: Apoiates? 
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Apoſtates? And turn infide ls for joy ? 
A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer truſt, 


„ He fins aguint this lite, who flights the next.” 
What is this life? How few their tav'rite know 


Fond in the dark, and blind in our 5 
By paſſionately loving life, we make 

Lov'd life unlovely; hugging her to death, 
We give to Time Eternity's regard; 

And, dreaming, take our paſſage for our ports 
Lite has no value as an end, but means; 

An end deplorable! a means divine! 


When tis our all, *ris nothing; worſe than noug git s 


A neſt of pains: when held as nothing, muck: 
Like ſome fair hum'riiis, life is moſt enjoy d 
When courted leaſt; moit worth, when diſeſteem 
Then 'tis the (Fat of comfort, Nan! in peace; 
In proſpect richer far; important! awful! 

Not to be mention'd, but with ſhouts of praiſe! . 
Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy! 
The mighty baits of eternal bliſs! 


Where now the barren rock? the painted firew, ! 


Where now, Lorexzo ! life's eternal round? 
Have L not made my triple promiſe good! ? 

Vain is the world; but only to the vain. 

To what compare we then this varying {cenc, 
Whoſe worth e riſes, and de fines? 
Wazes, and wanes? (In all propitious, N#:ht, 
Ailitts me here). compare it to the moon; 
Dar! in herſelt, and indigent; but rich 

In borrow'd jufre from a Gigher ſpherc. 

When groſs guilt interpoſes, lab” ing earth, 
Oerſhadow'd, mourns 2 deep eclipſe of joy; 

Her joys, at prighted, pallid. to that Bot 

Of full cffulgene glory, whence they flow. 


Nor is that glory diſlant: Oh Lernxzo ! 
I geod men, and au angel! theſe between 
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How thin the barrier! What divides their fate ? | 
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year 3 . 
Or, if an age, it is a moment ſtill; | Th 
A moment, or eternity's forgot. | 4 
Then be, what once they were, who now are gods; A 
De what PniLanper was, and claim the fkics. 0 


Starts timid nature at i gloomy paſs? N 1 5 
The ſoft tranſition call it; and be cheer'd > * my 
Such it is often, and why not to Thee ? * 


To hope the beſt, is pious, brave, and wiſe; & 
And may itſelf procure what it preſumes, 0 
Life is much flatter'd, death is much traduc'd; 
Compare the rivals, and the kinder crown. | 
+ Strange Competition! True, Lozexzo! ſtrange © ) 
So little Life can caſt into the ſcale. ; 
Lite makes the ſoul dependent on the duſt; | 
Death gives her wings to mount above the ſpheres. | 
Thro' chinks, ſtyl'd organs, dim life peeps at light z 'v 
Death burſts th involving cloud, and all is day 
All eye, all ear, the diſembody'd power. 
heath has feign'd evils, nature ſhall not feel; 
Life, ills ſubſtantial, wiſdom cannat ſhun, 
Is not the mighty mind, that ſon of hæav'n! 
By tyrant life dethron'd, impriſon'd, pain d? 
By death enlarg'd, ennobled, df. Nen. 


Death but intombs the body; life the foul, 


© Is death then guiltleſs? How he marks his way 
* With dreadful watte of what deſerves to ſhine ! 
* Art, genius, fortune, elevated power! | 
With various luſtres theſe light up the world, 
Which death puts out, and darkens hutaan race. 
I grant, Loxzxz9 ! this indictment juſt: 
The ſage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror ! 
Death humbles theſe 3 more barb'rous life, the man. 
Life is the triumph of our mould'ring clay ; 
Death, of the ſpirit infiaite ! divine! 

2 Deata, 
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Death, his no dread but what frail life imparts 3 
Nor lite true joy, but what kind death 1 improves. 
No blils has life to boaſt, till death can give 
Far greater; life's a debtor to the grave, 
Dark lattice « letting in cternal day. 
Lorenzo! bluſh at fondneſs for a life, 
Which ſends cclcftial ſouls on errands vile, 
To cater for the ſenſe; and ſerve at boards, 
Where ev'ry ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
Each reptile, juſdy claims our upper hand. 
Luxurious feaſt | a foul, a ſoul immortal, 
In all the dainties of a brute bemir'd ! 
LORENZO! bluſh at terror for a death, 
Which gives thee to repoſe ; in feſtive bowers, 
Where nectars ſparkle, angels, miniſter, | 
And more than angels ſhare, and raite, and ero1 vn, 
And eternize the bu th, bloom, burſts of bliis. 
What need-I more! 0 death, the palm is tuine. 
Then welcome, death! thy dreaded harbingers, 
Age, and diſeaſe; diſeaſe, thoug!: Jong my gucſt; 
That plucks my. nerves, thoſe tender firings of life 3 
Winch, pluckt a little Ros. will toll the bel, 
That calls my few. friends to my funeral 3 
We here feeble nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 
While reaſon and religion, better taught, 
| ( zongratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 
With w reath triumphant. | Death is victory; 
It binds in chains the raging ills of life: 
Luft and a }itien, wrath and avarice, 
agg d a t his chariot-wheel, applaud his power. 
That uls e e cares importunate, 
Are not immortal too, O death! is thine. 
Our day of diſſolution name it right; 
Tis our great pay-day; tis our bares ſt, rich 
and ripe: What though the ſickle, ſometimes keen; 
Tal {9 TS tls. As Were AP% the on} den grain? 
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More than thy balm, O Gilead ! heals the wound, 
Birti's feeble cry, and death's deep diſmal groan, - 
Are ſlender tributes Jow-taxt nature pays 
For mighty gain: The gain of each, a life! 
But O! the jaſt the former ſo tranſcends, 
Life dies, compar'd ; Life lives beyond the grave. 

And feel I death! no joy from thought of thee 
Death, the great counſellor, who man inſpires 
With ev'ry nobler thought, and fairer deed ! 
Death, the deliverer, who reſcnes man! 


Death, the rewarder, who the reſcu'd crowns ! 


2ath, that abſolves my birth; a curſe without it! 
Rich death, that realizes all my cares, 
Toils, virtues, hopes; without it a chimera! 
Death, of all pain the period, not of joy; 
Joy's ſonroe, and ſubject, ſtill ſubſiſt unhurt; 
One, in my toul; and one, in her great Sire; 
Though the four winds were warring for my duſt, 
Yes, and from winds, and waves, and central nigat, 
Though priſon'd thera, my duſt too I reclaim, _ 
(To duſt when drop proud nature's proudeſt ipheres) 
And live intire. Heath is the crown of Hife: 


Were death deny'd, poor man would live in vain 


Were death deny'd, to live would not be life: 


Were death den yd, ev'n tools would with to die. 
Death wounds to cure: we fall; we rilc; we reign! 
Spring from our ſetters ; ſaſten in the Nes 
Where blooming Eden withers in our ſight 
Death gives us more than was in Eden Joit, 
This king of terrors is the prince of pcagg. 
When Shall T die to vanity, pain, death? 
"hen ſhall 1] die?: Wen ball ve for eve. ? 
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CHRISTIAN | TRIUMPH. 


3 CONTAINING E 
' OUR ONLY CURE 
FOR THE _ 


FEAR OF DEATH; 


AND 


PROPER SENTIMENTS OF HEART 


ON THAT 


INESTIMABLE BLESSING. 


TO THE 
"Hawes hs: YORKE. 


Much indebted muſe, o Vonnz! intrudes, 
Amid the ſmiles of fortune, and of youth, 
Thine ear is patient of a ſerious ſong. 
How deep implanted in the mind of man 
The dread of death! I ſing its ſov'reign cure. 
Why ſtart at death? Where is he? Death arriv 
Is paſt; not come, or bone; he's never here. 
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Ere hope, ſenſation fails; black boding man 
Receives, not ſuffers, death's tremendous blow. 
The knell, the ſhroud, the mattock, and the grave; 
The deep damp vault, the darkneſs, and the worm; 
Theſe are the bugbears of a winter's eve, 
The terrors of the living, not the dead. 
Imagination's fool and error's wretch, 
Man makes a death, which nature never made; 
Then on the point of his own fancy falls; 
And feels a thouſand deaths, in fearing one. 
But were death frightful, what has age to fear? 
If prudent, age ſhould meet the friendly foe, 
And ſhelter in his hoſpitable gloom. 
I ſcarce can meet a monument, but holds 
My younger; ev'ry date eries “ Come away.“ 
And what recalls me? Look the world around, 
And tell me what: The wiſeſt cannot tell. 
Should any born of woman give his thought | 
Full range, on juſt diſhke's unbounded field; 0 
Of things, the vanity; of men, the flaws: 7 
Flaws in the beſt ; the many, flaw all o'er 
As leopards, ſpotted, or, as Ethiops, dark 
Vivacious ill, good dying immature 
(How immature, Narciss4a's marble tells!) 
And at his death bequeathing endleſs pain 
His heart, though bold, would ſicken at the ſight, 
And ſpend itſelf in ſighs, for future ſcenes. 
But grant to life (and juſt it is to grant 
To lucky life) ſome perquiſites of joy; 
A time there is, when, like a thrice-told tale, 
 Longrrifled life of ſweet can yield no more, 
But from our comment on the comedy, 
Pleaſing reflections on parts welk-ſuſtain'd, 
Or purpos'd emendations where we fail d, 
Or hopes of plaudits from our candid Judge, 
When, on their exit, fouls are bid unrobe, 


Tos 


Philoſophy's reverſe; and health's decay 


85 Wiſhing that conflant hectic of a fool; 
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Toſs ſortunc back her tinſcl, and her plume, 
And drop this maſk of fleſh behind the ſcene. \ 
With me, that timeis come 3 my world is dead 3 " 
A new world riſes, and new manners Tcign : \ 
I 
1 


Foreign comedians, a ſpruce band! arrive, 
To puſh me frem the ſecne, or hiſs me there. 


What a pert race ſtarts up! the itrangers gaze, m— 
And I at them; my neighbour is unknown 3- po 
Nor that the worſt: Ah me! the dire effect 3 
Of loit' ring here, of death deſrauded long; 3 
Of old ſo gracious (and let that ſuffice), | 
My very maſter knows me not. 
Shall I dare ſay, peculiar is the fate? 
T've been fo long remember'd, Tm forgot, 
An object ever preſſing dims the ſight, 
And hides behind its arbor to be ſcen. 
When in his courtiers ears I pour my plaint, 
They drink it as the nectar of the great; 
And ſqueeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow. 
Refuſal ! canſt thou wear a ſmoother form? 
Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme 
Who cheapens lite, abates the Fear of Death: 
Twice told the period ſpent on ſtubborn Troy 
Court favour, yet untaken, I beſiege; 
Ambition's ill- udg'd effort to be rich, 
Alas! ambition makes my little leſs; 
Embitt'ring the poſſeſs d: Why with for more : 
Wiſhing, of all e is the worſt; 


Were I as. plump as ſtall'd theology, 
Withing would waſte me to this ſhade again. 
Were I as wealthy as a South-Sca dream, 
Wiſhing is an expedient to be poor. 


Caught at a court; purg'd off by purer ar, 


Eleſt 
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Bleſt be that hand divine, which gently laid 
My heart at reſt, beneath this humble ſhed, _ 
The world's a ſtately bark, on dang'rous ſeas, 
With pleaſure ſeen, but boar ded at our peril; 
Here, on a ſingle plank, thrown ſafe aſhore, 
Iheœar the tumult of the diſtant throng, 

As that of ſeas remote, or dying ſtorms: 

And meditate on ſcenes, more ſilent itill; 

I purſue my theme, and-fight the Fear of Death, 
Here, like a ſhepherd gazing from his hut, 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his ſtaff, 
Fager ambition's fiery chace I ſee; 

I {ce the circling hunt, of noiſy men, 
Burſt law's inclotyra; leap the mounds of right, 
Purtuing, and purſu'd, each other's prey; 

As wolves, for rapine; as the fox, tor wiles z 

Till Deach, that mighty hunter, earths them all, 

Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour? 

What though we wade in wealth, or ſoar in fame : ? 
Eartit's higheſt ſtation ends in, «Here be lies:“ 
And“ daft to duſt” concludes her nobleſt ſong. 
If this ſong lives, poſterity ſhall no- | 
One, though in Britain born, with courtiers bred, 
Who thought ev'n gold might come a day too late; 
Nor on his ſubtle. death-bed plann'd his ſcheme 
For future vacancies in church or ſtate 5 2 
Some avocation deeming i. to he; 
Unbit by rage canine of dying rich; 
Guilt's blunder! and the loudeſt zugh of hell. 
O my coevals ! remnants of yourtelves ! 
Poor human ruins, tott'ring o'er the oy 
Shall we, ſhall aged men, like aged trees 
Strike deeper their vile root, and cloſer cli 85 
Stul more enamour'd of this wretched foil ? 
hall our pale, wither'd hands, be {till ſtretch'd out, 
Trembling, at once, V ith eagerneſs and age? 
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: : They call I follow to the land unknown; 
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With av'rice and convulſions, grafping hard? 
-Graſping at air! for what has earth beſide? 
Man wants but little; nor that little, long; 
How ſoon muſt he reſign his very duſt, 


Which frugal nature lent him for an hour ! 
Years unexperiene'd ruſh on num'rous ills 3 
And ſoon as man, expert from time, has found 


The koy of life, it opes the gates of death. 


When in this vale of years I backward look, 
And miſs ſuch numbers, numbers too of ſuch. 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 
And ſtricter on their guard, and fitter far 

To play liſe's ſubtile game, I ſcarce believe 
J {till ſurvive: And am I fond c life, 

Who ſcarce can think it poſſible, I live? 
Alive by miracle! or, what is next, | 
Alive by Mad! if J am ſtill alive, 
Wha long have bury'd what gives life to live. 
Firmneſs of nerve, and energy of thought. 


Life's lee is not more ſhallow, than impure 


And vapid; Senſe and Reaſon ſhew the door, 
Call for my bier, and point me to the duſt. 
O thou great arbiter of life and death ! 

Nature's immortal, immaterial ſun ! 

Whoſe all-prolific beam late call'd me forth 
From darkneſs, teeming darkneſs, where I lay 
The worm's inferior, and, in rank beneath 
The duſt I tread on, high to bear my brow, 
To drink the ſpirit of the golden day, 

And triumph in exiſtence ; and could know 
No motive, but my bleſs; and haſt ordain'd 
Ariſe in bleſſing! with the Patriarch's joy, 


I truſt in thee, and know in whom I truſt 3 
Or life, or death, is equal; neither weighs: 
43 weight in thi; O let me live to thee ! 


Though 
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Thougli nature's __ thus, may be repreſt; 5 
Still frowns grim Death; guilt points the tyrant's v 
ſpear. py 
And whence all human guilt? From death forgot. 
Ak me ! too long I ſet at nougat the ſwarm 
Of friendly warnings, which around me flew z 
And ſmil'd, unſmitten : Small my cauſe to mile! | 
Death's adm onitions, like ſhafts upwards ſhot, . 
More dreadiul by delay, the longer ere ' 
They ſtrike our hearts, the deoper | is the wound ; 
O tink how deep, LokRzxZ O? here it ſtings: 
Who can appeaſe its anguiſh : > How it burns! 
What hand that barb'd, invenom'd, thought can draw? ] 
What healing hand can pour the e balm of peace? 1 
And turn my fi; icht undaunted on the tomb? | 
With joy, — with grief, that healing hand J lee; 
Ah! too conſpicuous! it is fix d on high. 
On high ?—What means my phrenſy? I 4 
Alas! | how low! now far beneath the ſkies ! 
The fkies it form'd 5 and now it bleeds for me: 
But bleeds ls the balm I wa: yet ſtill it blee is: 
Draw the dire ſteel—ah no! the dreadtul bletling 
That heart or can ſuſtain, or dares fore go? 
There hangs all human hope; that nail | tupports | 
Fas fa alling univerſe: That gone, we drop; x 
Horror receives us, and the diſmal win | 
Creation had been ſmother'd in her birth—— 
Darkneſs his curtain, and his bed the duſt; 
When ſtars and ſun are duſt beneath his throne 
In heav'n itſelf can ſuch in ulgence dwell? 
O what a groan was there! A groan not His, 
He ſeiz'd our dreadful right; the load ſaſtain'd ; 
And heav'd-the mountain from a guilty world, 
A thouſand worlds, fo bought, were bought too dear: 
Senſations now in angels 3 riſe; 
Zaſpend their ſong; ai make a pauſe in bliſs, | 
H O for 
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O for their ſong; to reach my lofty theme! 
Inſpire me, Night! with all thy tuneſul ſpheres; 
Whillt I with ſeraphs ſhare ſeraphie the mes, 

And ſhew to men the dignity of man; 

Leſt I blaſpheme my ſubject with my ſong, 

Shall pagan pages glow celeſtial flame, 

And chriftian languiſh? On our hearts, not heads, 
Falls the foul infamy: My heart! awake. 

What can awake thee, unawak'd by this, 

& Expended deity on human weal?“ 

Feel the great truths,, which burſt the tenfold night 
Of Heathen error, with a golden flood | 

Of endleſs day: To feel, is to be fir'd; 

And to believe, Lozexzo! is to feel. 

Thou moſt indulgent, molt tremendous Pow'r! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wond'rous love! 
That arme, with awe more awful, thy commands; 
And foul tranſgreſſion dips in ſev” nfold night; 

How our hearts tremble at thy love immenſe! 
In love immenſe, inviolably juſt! 

Thou, rather than thy juſtice ſhould be ſtrain'd, 
Didſt ſtain the Croſs; and work of wonders tar 
The greateſt, that thy deareſt far might bleed. 
Bold thought! ſhall I dare ſpeak it, or repreſs ? 

Should man more ezecrate, or boaſt, the guilt 

W bich rous'd ſuch vengeance? w hich ſuch love in- 
flam d? 
er guilt (how mountainous !) with out-ſtretch'd arms, 
Stern juſtice, and ſoft- ſmilmg love embrace, 
Supporting, in full majeſty, thy throne, 
When ſeem'd its majeſty to need ſupport, 
Or that, or man, inevitably loſt: 
What but the fathomleſs of thought divine, 
Could labour ſuch expedient from deſpair. 
And reſcue both? Both reſcue ! both exalt ! 
© how are both exalted by the deed ! 


- 


The 


* 
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Drove baek his chariot: Midnight veil'd his face; 


With pangs, ſtrange pangs ! delivered of her deæad; 


Tur Cantsriax Tavern, 

The wondrous deed! or ſnall I call it more? 
A wonder in Omnipotence itſelf! | 15 
A myſtery no Jeis to god than men! 4 

Not, thus, our infidels th' Eternal draw, 0 
A God all o'er, conſummate, abſolute, | 4 
Full-orb'd, in his whole round of rays complete: 
They ſet at odds heav'n's jarring attributes; 
And, with one excellence, another wound; 
Maim heav'n's perfection, break its equal beams, 
Bid merey triumph over God himſelf. 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious praiſe: 
A God all mercy, is a God unjuit. 

Ye brainleſs wits! ye baptiz'd infidels! 
Ye worſe for mending! waſt'd to fouler ſtain 
The ranſom was paid down; the fund of heav'n, 

cav'n's inexhauſtible exhauſted fund, 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd for the price, 
All price beyond: Though curious to compute, 
Archangels fail'd to caſt the mighty ſum: | | 
Its value vaſt ungraſpt by minds create, | 1 
For ever hides, and glows, in the ſupreme. 

And was the ranſom paid? It was: And paid 
(What can ezalt the bounty more?) for you. 
he ſun beheld it—— No, the ſhocking ſcene 


Not ſuch as this; not ſuch as nature makes; 

A midnight nature ſhudder'd to behold ; 

A midnight new? a dread eclipſc (without 

Oppoling ſpheres) from her creator's frown ! 

Sun! didſt thou fly thy Maker's pain? Or ſtart 

At that enormous load of human guilt, | 
Which bow'd his bleſſed head; o'crwheim'd his cross; 
Made groan the centre; burſt earth's marble umb, 


Hell howPd ; and heav'n that hour let fall a tear 
H 2 | Ficav'n 
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Heav'n wept, that men might ſmile! Heav'n ble 4, that 
Might never di man 
And is devotion virtue? Tis compell'd: 
What heart of itone but glows at thoughts like theſe ? 
Such centemplations mount us; and ſhuuld mount 
The mind {ill higher; nor ever glance on man, 
* Unrapcur'd, uninflam'd Were roll m y thoug thts 
To reit from wonders? Other wonders rite 3 
And firike where-e'er they roll: my foul is caught: 
Heav'n's lovereign blefiings, cluſt'ring from the Cross 
Ruh on her, in a throng, and cloſe her round, 
The pris'ner of amaze —In his blett life, 
Lſee the path, and, in his death, the price, 
And in his great alcent, the proof ſuprems 
Of 1 go tali (ys Sor nr ADA did he riſe ? 
Hear, O ye nations! hear it, O ye dead! 
He roſe He roſe! He burt the bars of dea th. 
Lit up your heads, ye everlatung gates? 
And give the King of glory to come in. 
Who is the King of glory? He who left 
His throne of glory, for the pang of death: 
Lift up your heads, ye everlaſting pats ! 
And give the King of glory to come in. 
VVIIO is the King of glory? Le who flew 
The rav'nous foe, that gorg'd ail human race! 
The king of glory, He, whoſe glory fill d 
Heav'n with amazement at his love to man; 
And with divine complacency bebeld 
Pow'rs mott illumin'd, wilder'd in the theme. 
The theme, the joy, hau then ſhall man Suſta! 
Oh the but it gates! cruſtlid ling! demoliſitd tirene! 
Laſt gaſp! of vanquiih d deach. Shout carch and 
bh CaV n! | OS 
This ſum of good to man. "hoſe nature, then, 
Tock wing, and mounted with him from the tomb? 
— Then, then, I role; then firſt humanity | 
Triumphant 


fi Aonian mount! — alas. tmall cauſe for joy! 


Who iuive, who combat Crimes, to drink, and live: ' 


Tre CnRLSsTIAX TRIUNMFPEH. 

1 Plumphant pait the chryſtal pots of liglit, 
(Srupendous s wueit |) and ſciz d etern: 1 y dub. 
Seiz d in our name. E'er ſince, tis Plaphemous 

To call men mortal. Man's mortalicy 
Was, then, transferr'd to death; and ieav'n's Caration 
Unalicnable ſzaFd to this frail Frame, 
This child of duſt — Man, all immortal! hall; 


Hail, heav'n ! all laviih of ſiran; ge Bf ſts to man! 5 
Thine all the glory; man's the boundleſs bliſs. 4 

Where am 1 rapt by chis triump ant tiieme, & 
On Curiſtian joy's exulting g wing, above 8 


What if to pain immortal? If extent 
Of being, to preclude a cloſe of woe ? 
Where, then, my boaſt of immortality ? ' 
I boaſt it 1141], . cover'd oer with guilt z ; 
For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour'd; 

"11s guilt alone can "ute y his death; 

Nor that, unleis his death can juſtify. 

Relenting guil: in heav'n's indulgent tight, 

If, tick or folly, I relent; he-wricss | 

My name in hen 'n, W ich that inverted ſpe ear 

(A ſpear Geep-dipt in blood !) which pierc'd his fide, 
And open” a there a font ſor all mankind, 


This, only this, ſubdues the fear of death, | 

And waat is this? durvey the wond'rous cure: 
And at eaca itep, let higher w onder rife ! | 
« Pardon for infinite ot. uce and pardon | A 
* Thro' means that ſpeak its value infinite | 
* ATaren bought with blood | with blos a3 divine! \ 
“With biood divine of tim, I made my foe! — 
Perſi-ted to provolze! tho' wod' d, and aw'd, j 
Bleſt, and chauis'd, a flagrant rebel fol 1 i 
Are>3)), midſt the thuncters of his throne ! 1 
or I along! a rebel univer e! e | 
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My ſpecies up in arms! not one exempt! 

© Yer by the toul.u of the toul, he dies, 

& Mott joy'd, lor tie redeem'd from deepeſt guilt! 

& As if our race were held ot higheit rank; 

And Godhead dearer, as more kind to man!“ 
Bound, ev'y heart! and ev'ry boſom, burn! 

O what a ſcale of miracles is here! 

Its loweit round, high planted on the ſkies ; 

Its tow'ring ſummit Jott beyond the thought 

Of man or angel! O that I could climb 

The wondertul aſcent, with equa] praiſe ! 

Praiſe ! flow for ever, (if ationiſhment. 

Will give thee leave) my praiſe ; for ever flow 

Praiſe ardent, cordial, conſtant, to high heavy” A 

More fragrant, than Arabia facrifie d, 

And all her ſpicy mountains in a flame. 

So dear, ſo due to heav'n ſhall praiſe deſcend, 
With her ſoft plume (from plauſive angels wing 
Firſt plack'd by man) to tickle mortal ears, 

Thus diving iu the Luer of the great? 
Is praiſe the perquiſi te of ev'ry paw, | 
Tho? black as hell, that grapples well for gold: ? 
Oh love of gold! "thou meaneſt of amours! 
Shall praiſe her odours waite on VirTue's dead, 
Embalm the baſe, perfume the ſtench of guilt, 
Earn dirty bread by wathing Ethiops fair 
Removing filth, or ſinging it from fight, 
A ſcavenger in ſcenes, where vacant poſts, 
Like gibbets yet untcnantod, expect 
Their future ornaments ? From courts and 3 
Return, apoſtate praiſe ! thou vagabond 
Thou proſtitute! to thy firſt love return, 
Thy firſt, thy greateſt, once unrival'd theme. 
T here flow redundant; like Meander flow, 
Back to thy fountain; to that Parent Pow'r, 


* ho gives the tongue to ſound, the thought to ſoar, _ 


The 
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The foul to be. Men homage pay to men, 
Taoughtleſfs beneath whoſe dreadtul eye they bow 

In mutual awe profound, of clay to clay, 

Of guilt to guilt 3 and turn their back on thee, 

Grea- Sire! whom thrones celettial ceaſcleſs ſing; 

To proſtrate angels, an amazing ſcene } 

O the preſumption of man's awe for man .— 
Man's Author? End! Reſtorer! Law! and Judge ! 
Thine, all; day thine, and thine this gloom of niglit, 


With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds: 


What, night eternal, but a frown from thee ! 
Whag, heav'n's meridian glory, but thy ſmile ? 


And mall not praiſe be thine, not human praile ? 
While heav'n's high hoſt on hallelujahs live? 


O may I breathe no longer, than I breathe 
My foul in praiſe to Him, who gave my ſoul, 
And all her infinite of proſpect fair, 

Cut thro? the ſhades of hell, great Love! by thee 


Oh moſt Adorable | moſt Unador'd ! 


Where ſhall that praiſe begin which ne'er ſhould end? 
Whate'er I turn, what claim en all applauſe 5 

Now is night's ſable mantle labour'd o'er, 

How richly wrought with attributes divine ! 

What wiſdom ſhines? what love! This midnight pomp, 
This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlay'd ! 

Built with divine ambition ! nought to thee ; 

For others this profuſion : 'Thou, apart, 

Above! beyond! Oh tell me, mighty Mind! 

Where art thou? Shall I dive into the deep? 

Call to the ſun, or aſk the roaring winds, 

For their Creator ? Skall I queſtion loud 


The thunder, if in that thi Almighty dwells ? 


| | Or holds HE furious ſtorms in ſtreighten'd reins, 


And bids fierce whirlwinds wheel his rapid car ? 
What mean theſe queſtions !—Trembling I retract 3 - 


My proſtrate ſoul adores the preſent God: 
Praiſe I a diſtant deity? He tunes 


My 
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Aly voice (if tun'd) 3 the nerve, that writes, ſultains : 
| Wrap d in his being, I reſound his praiſe: 
But tho' paſt all diffus'd, without a ſhore. 
His eſſence; local is his throne (as meet), 
To gather the diſperſt (as ſtandards call 
The lied from afar): to fix a point, 
A central point, collective of his ſons, 
Since ſinite ev'ry nature but his own. 
The nameleſs He, whole nod is nature's birth; 
And nature's ſhield, the ſhadow of his hand; 
Her diſſolution, his ſuſpended ſmile! 
The great Firtlaſt! pavilion'd high he fits 
In darkneſs from exceſſive ſplendor born, 
By gods unſeen, unleſs thro' Iuſtre loft. 
His glory, to created glory, bright, 
As that to central horrors 3 he looks down 
On all that ſoars; and ſpans immenſity. 
Tho? night unnumbered worlds unfolds to view, 
Boundleſs creation ! what art thou? A beam, 
A mere efluvium of his majeſty: 
And ſhall an atom of this atom-world 
Mutter in duſt and ſin, the theme of heav'n ? 
Down to the centre ſhould 1 ſend my thought 
Thro' beds of glitt'ring ore, and glowing gems, 
Their beggar'd blaze wants luſtre tor my lay 3 
Goes out in darkneſs: if, on tow'ring wing, 
I fend it thro” the boundleſs vault of itars ! 
The ſtars, tho' rich, what droſs their gold to thee, 
Great! good! wile! wonderful! eternal King! 
If to thoſe conſcious ſtars thy throne around, 
Praiſe ever-pouring, and imbibing bliſs ; 
And aſk their ſtrain 5 they want it, more tacy want, 
Poor their abundance, humble their ſublime, 
Languid their energy, their ardour cold, 
Indebted ſtill, their higheſt rapture burns; z 
Short of its wark, del clve, tho) divine. 8 
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Still more—This theme is man's and man's alcnc 
Their vait appointments reach it not: They ice 
On earth a bounty not indulg'd on high; 

And downward look for heav'n's ſuperior praiſe ! 
Firit-born of Ether! high in fields of light! 
View man, to ſee the glory of your God ! 
Could angels envy, they had envy'd here; 
And ſome did envy 3 and the reſt, tho? gods. 
Yet ſtill gods unredeem'd (there triumphs man, 
Tempted to weigh the duit againſt the ft kies) 
They l:{;z would feel, tho' more adorn, my theme. 
They ſung Creation (for in that day they fhar'd) 
How roſe in melody, that child of love! | 
Creation's great ſuperior man! is thine 3 
Thine is redemption; they juſt give the key: 
Tis tmne to raiſe, and eternize the ſong 3 
Tho' human; yet divine; for ſhould not this 
Raile man o * man, and kindle icraphs here? 
Redemption! *twas ercation more ſublime; 
Redemption! *twas the labour of the ſkies; 
Far more than labour It was death in heav'a, 
A truth to ſtrange ! *twere bold to think it true; 
it not far bolder fill, to diſbelieve. 

Here pauſe, and ponder: : Was there death in heav'n? 
Wat then on carth? On earth, which {truck the blow? 
Who ſtruek it? Who ?—() how is man enlarg'd, 
Seen thro! this medium! How the pigmy tow'rs. 

low counter Pois d his origin from duit ! 

How counprepals 'd, to duit his ſad return! 

How voided his val diſtanes from tha ſkies! 

How near he praſſos on the terapi 3 wing! 

Which is the ſcraph2 Wich the born of clay! 

How this demonitrates, thro' the thickeſt cloud 

Of guilt, and clay condenſt, the ion of heav'n! 
To e double ion; the made, and the re- made! 
Amd thall Eeav'n's double property be loit 


Man's 
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Man's double madneſs only can deſtroy. 
Jo man the bleeding eroſs has promis'd all; 


The bleeding croſs has ſworn eternal grace; 
Who gave his life, what grace ſhall He deny! 


DO ye! who, from this Rack of ages, ap, | a 
Apollatcs, plunging headlong in the deep : = 
What corcial joy, what coniolation ſtrong, EY 
Whatever winds ariſe. or billows roll, { 


Our int'reſt in the Maſter of the n 


Cling there, and in wreck'd nature's ruin ſmile; keel 
While vile apeſtates tremble in a calm. ( 
Man“ know thyſelf. All wiſdom centres there : J 
To none man ſeems ignoble, but to man; 4 
Angels that grandeur, men o'er-look, admire; 'K 5 
How long ſhall human nature by their book, F 
Degen' rate mortal! and unread by Thee? FJ 
The beam dim reaſon ſheds ſhews wonders There; Þ 
What high contents! IIluſttious faculties ! A 
But the grand comment, which diſplays at full K. 
Our human height, ſcarce ſever'd from divine, Lt 
By heav'n compos'd, was publiſh'd on the Croſs. R 
Who looks on That, and ſees not in hamſckt H 

5 awful ſtranger, a terreſtria god? 
_ A glorious partner wich the Deity ET 
In that high attribute, immortal life? A 
}f a God bleeds, he biceds mot for a worm: BY, 
gaze, and, as I gaze, my mounting foul II. 
atches rang ge fire, Eternity! at Thee; | Al 
3 Ind drops the world-——or rather, more enjoys: OV 
* iow chang'd the face of nature how improv'd! 1 
it 1 55 rem d a chaos, ines a glorious world, Ar 
27, what a world, an Eden; heighten'd all: vW 
. At is Ne ſeene ! another fel! Ar 
[8 Ind fill :another, As time rolls along; * 
1 2 u that a ſelf far more 1lluſtrious fill, No 
| 3-6 und long age, yet rely d up in ſhades Is 
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Onpierc'd by bold conjecture's keeneſt ray, 


Of ſtrange adventure, foreign to the ſun, 8 
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What evolutions of ſurpriſing fate! 

How nature opens, axd receives my foul 

In boundleſs walks of raptur'd thought! where gods 
Encounter and embrace me! What new births 


Where What now charms, perhaps, whate'er exiſts, 
Old time, and fair creation, are forgot! 

Is this extravagant? Of man we form: 
Extravagant conception, to be juſt : 
Conception unconfin'd wants wings to reach him: 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more, 
He, the great Father! kindled at one flame 
The world of rationals; one ſpirit pour'd þ 
From ſpwit's awful. fountain 3 3 pour'd. Himſelf 5 
Thro' all their ſouls z but not in equal ſtream, | 
Profuſe, or frugal, of th' inſpiring. God, 
As his wiſe plan demands; and when paſt 


Their various trials, in their various ſpheres, | 


If they continue rational, as mace, 

Reforbs.them all into. Hi fel again; 

His throne their ventures, and his. ſmile their crowns. 
Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to ſing 

Tho' yet unſung, as deem ', 1 perhaps, too bold 2 

Angels are men of a ' ſaver! 40r Kind; U 

Angel: are men in lighter habit c "ac, | - 

High o'er eclcitial mountains wiug'd in flights 

And men are angels, loaded for ACT a 


And ſlipp ry ſtep: the bottoms of the fe 
Angels ther failings, mortals Day? chele gratis ; 
While e of corps ethieres, luck. enrol d, 
And ſummon'd to the porous Stendard fory, 
Which flames eteraal erimion chro' the ies. 
Or are our brothers 255 hilef 's 0. - their kin, 
& abſcat 3 but a>ſent from heir lose. 
1 
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Michiel has fought our battles; Raynarr ſung 
Oar triumphs; GazzrtL on our ertands flown, 
Sent by the SOV' REIGN: and are theſe, O man! 
_ Thy friends, thy warm allies ! And Thou (ſhame burn 

The cheek to cinder!) rival to the brute ? | 
Religion's All. Deſcending, from the ſkies 

To wretched man, the goddeſs in her left 
Holds out this world, and, in her right, the next; 
Religion! the fole voucher man is man; 
Supporter ſole of man above himſelf; 
Ev'n in this night of frailty, change, and death, 
She gives the ſoul a ſoul that acts a god. 
* Religion! Providence! and After-itate! 
Here is firm footing; here is ſalid rock! 

This can ſupport us; all is ſea beſides; 

Sinks under us; Beſtorms, and then devours. 
His hand the good man faſtens on the ſkies, 

And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whurl. 

As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air, 

. Darkneſs, and ſtench, and ſuffocating damps, 
And dungeon-horrors, by kind fate, diſcharg'd, 


i heart exults, his ſpirits caſt their. Ioad; 
As if new-born, he triumphs in the change; 7 
is So joys the foul, when from inglorious ai ms, ; 
[BY And ſordid ſweets, from ſeculence and froth ; 
9 ties terreſtrial, ſet at large, ſhe mounts. | 
ö To Keaſon's region, her on element, | 
Breaths hopes immortal, and affects the ſkies. 
Ecligion! thou the foul of happineſs; 
And, groaning Calvary, of thee ! There ſhine ' 
The nobeſt truths z there ſtrongeſt motives tings 
There ſaer2d violence aflaults the foul ; = 
There, nothing but compulſion is forborn. 
Can love allure us? or can terror awe? . 


AQlimbs ſome fair eminenee, where Ether pure , 
Surrounds him, and Elyſian proipects riſe, . 
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He weeps !—— —tne falling drop puts out the ſun 
He ſighs the ſigh carth's deep tounuation ſhakes. 
If in his love ſo terrible, what then | 
His wrath inflam'd? his tenderneſs on fire? 
Like ſoit, ſmooth oil, out blazing other fires ? 
Can pray'r, can praiſe avert 1t?—Thou, my All! 
My theme? my infpa ration! and my crown! 
My firength in age! my riſe in low eſtate; 
My ſoub's ambition, plcaſure, wealth my world; 
My light in darkneſs! and my life in death 
My boaſt thro? time! blits thro) eternity: « : 
Eternity, too ſhort to ipeak thy praile ! 
Or Athom thy profound of love to man! 
To man of men the meaneit, cv'n to me; 
My ſacrifiee! my Cod! hat things are theſe! 


What then art THOU ! by what name ſhall I call 
Knew I the name devout archangels ule, —{ Thee? 


Devout archangels ſhould the name enjoy, 

By me unrival'd ; thouſands more ſublime, 
Nene half ſo dear, as that, which, tho unſpoke 
Scill glows at heart! O how omnipotence 
Is loit in love! Thou great PHIL ANTHROPEST « 

Father of angels! but the friend of man l 
Like Jacos, fondeſt of the younger born 
Thou, who didſt ſave bim, ſnatch the ſmoking brand 
Prom out the flames, and quench it in thy blood 2 
Low art thou pleas'd, by, uaty to dittrels ! 
To make us groan ben our gratitude, 
Too big for birth! to fd, and contound; 
To challe :nge, and to diſta te all return! 
Of laviſh Jove ſtupendous heights to ſoar 
And leave praiſe panting in the diſtant vale! 
Tay right too greac, detrauds thee of thy due; 
And ſacrile gious our ſublimeſt ſong. 
Pat ſince the naked will obtains thy ſmile, 
Beneath Aus monument of praiſe unpaid, 


And 
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And futture life ſymphonious to my ſtrain 
(That nobleſt hyma to heav'n !) for ever lie 
Intomb'd my fear of death! and ev'ry fear, 
The dread of ey'ry evil, but 'Thy frown 
Whom ſee I yonder, 0 demurely ſmile ! 
_ Laugiter a labour, and might break their ret. 
=P Hürde in homage to the tkies! _ 
Sercne ! of ſoft addreſs! who mildly make 
An unobtruſive tender of your hearts, 
Abhorring violenee; who halt indeed; 
But, for the blefing, wreſtle not with heav'n-! 
Think you my ſong too turbulent? too warm? 
Are paſſions, then, the pagaus of the ſou]? 
Reaſon alone baptiz d? alone ordain c 
To touch things ſaered? Oh for warmer ſtill! 
Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my 3 
Oh for an humble heart, aud prouder ſong ! 
'THOU, my much-injur'd theme! with that ſoft eye, 
Which melted o'er doom!d Salem, deign to look 
Compatiion to the eoldneſs of my breaſt 5 
And pardon to the winter in my ſtrain. 
Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, formalitts. 
On ſuch a theme, tis impious to be calm; 
Paſſion is reaſon, tranſport temper, here. 
Shall heav'n, which gave us ardor, and has ſhewas 
Her own for man ſo ſtrongly, not diſdain 
What ſmoath emolients in theology, 
| Recumbent virtue's downy doctors preach, 
That roſe of piety, a Jukewarm praiſe? 
Riſe odours ſweet from. incente uninflam'd ?- 
Devotion, when Jukewarm, is undevout z 
But when it glows, its heat is itruck to heav'ng 
To human hearts her golden. harps are ſtrung; "a 
High heav'n's orcheftra chaunts amen to man. 
Hear I, or dream [I hear, their diſtant ſtrain, 
Swect to the Joul aud taſting ſtrong of koay'n, 
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Soft wafted on celeſtial pity's plume, | 

Thro' the vaſt ſpaces of the univerſe, 

To chear me in this melancholy gloom ? 
Oh when will death (now ſtingleſs) like a friend, 
Admit me of their choir? O when will death 

This mould'ring, old, partition-wall throw down? 
Give beings, one in nature, one abode? | 
Oh death divine-! that giv'ſt us to the ſkies ! 
Great future! glorious patron of the paſt 
And preſent: when ſhall I thy ſhrine adore? 
From nature's continent, immenſely wide, 
Immenicly bleſt, this little ile of life, 

This dark, incarcerating colony 5 
Divides us. Happy day! that breaks our chain; 
That manumits; that calls from exile home; 

That leads to nature's great metropolis, 

And re- admits us, thro' the guardian hand 

Of elder brothers, co our Father's throne 

Who hears our advocate, and, thro' his wounds 
Beholding man, allows that tander name! 

*Tis this make Chriſtian triumph a command; 

*Tis this makes joy a duty to the wiſe z 

*Tis impious in a good man to be ſad. 

Se thou, Lorenzo : where hangs all our hope! 
Touch'd by the Croſs, we hve: or, more than die; 
That touch which touch'd not angels; more divine 
Than that which touch'd confuſton into form, 

And darkseſs into glory; partial touch : 
Ineffably pre-eminent regard! 
Sacred to man, and ſov'reign thro' the whole 
Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs 
From heay'n thro' all duretion, and ſupports 
In one ilhiſtrwus, and amazing plan, 
"Thy welfare, nature! and thy God's renown 3 
That touch, with charm celeſtial, heals the ſoul 
Diſcas'd, drives pain from guilt, lights life in death, 
| Turn: 
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| Turns earth to heav'n, to heav'nly thrones transforms 
'F The ghaſtly ruins of the mould'ring tomb. 
Doſt aſæ me when? When He who dy'd returns: 
Returns, how chang'd ! Where then the man of Woe? 
In glory's terrors all the godhead burns; 
And all his courts, exhawied by the tide 
Of deities triumphant in his train, | 
Leave a ſtupendous ſolitude in heav'n 
_ Replcniſht ſoon, repleniſhi with inst; | 
Of pomp, and multitude ; a radiant band 
Of angels new; cf angels from the tomb, 
Is this by fancy thrown remote? and riſe 
Dark doubts between the promiſe; and event 
J fend thee not to volumes for thy cure; 
Read Nature; Nature is a friend to wath 6 z 
Nature is Chrittian; preaches to mankind. f 
And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. | 
Haſt thou nc'er ſeen the comet's flaming flight? 
Th' illuſtrious ſt ranger paſſing, terror ſheds 
On gazing nations, from his ficry train 
Of length enormous, takes his ample round i 
TEro' depths of Ether; coaits unnumber'd Ge g 
Ot morc than ſolar glory ; : doubles wide 5 
Heav'n's mighty cape and then reviſits earth, 
From the long travel of 2 thouſand wears. 
Thus, at the diſtan'd period, ſhall return 
| HE, once ch earth, who bid the comet blaze: 
uy And, wich Him, all our triumph o'er the tomb 


. Nature is dumb on this ir portant point 3 
is Or hope frecarious in low whiſper bicathers 
"1 Faith ipeaks aloud, diſtinct 3 ev'n adders hear? 


But turn, and dat into the dack again. 
Faith builds a bridge acroſs the gulph ef death 


"ui To break the ſhoek blind nature canno We 
* And loads thought ſmoothly en the farther ſhor 
5 Dcath's terror is the eee faith removes; 
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Th dat mountain barrier between man and peace. 
Tis faith diſarms deſtruction; and abſolves 
From ev'ry clam'rous charge, the guiltleſs tomb. 
Why diſbelieve? LORENZO —© Reaſon bids, 
% All- ſacred reaſon.” Hold her ſacred ſtill; 
Nor ſhalt thou-want a rival in thy flame: 
All- ſacred reaſon! ſource, and ſoul, of all 
Demanding pride, on carth, or earth above! 
My heart is thine: Deep in its inmoſt folds, 
Live thou with life; live dearer of the two. 
Were I the bleſſed Croſs, by fortune flampt 
- On pallive nature, before thougat was burn ! 
My birth's blind bigot ! ſir'd with local zcal ! 
No; «reaſon re-baptiz'd me when adult; 
Weigh'd true, and falſe, in her impartial ſcale ; 
My heart-became the convert of my head; 
And made that choice, which pace was but my fate, 
On argument alone my faith is built:“ 
Rea ſon purſu'd is faith; and, unpurſu'd 
Where proof inyites, lis reaſon, then, no more; 
And ſuch our proof, That, or our faith, is right, 
Or reaſon lyes, and heav'n deſign'd it wrong: 
Abſolve me This? What, than 4 is blaſphemy 2. 
Fond as we axe, and july fond, of faith, 
Reaſon, we grant, demands-our firſt reg 2280 f 
The mother hogour'd, as the daughter Gans, 
Reaſon the root, fair faith is but the flower; 
The fading flower hall die; but reaſon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the ſkies. 
When faith is virtue, reaſon makes it ſq. 
Wrong not the Chriſtian; think nat reaſon yours: 
*Tis reaſon our great Maſter holds ſo dear; ; 
"Tis reaſon's injuréd rights His wrath relents! 
"Tis reafon's voice obey'd His glorious crown! 
To give loſt reaſon lift, He Tour'd his own: 
Believe, and thow the reaſon & a man; 
| „5 Believe 
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Believe, and taſte the pleaſure of a God; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb: 
Thro' reaſonts wounds alone thy faith can die; 


Which Ving, tenfold terror gives to death, | 


And dips in venom his twice-mortal ſting. 

Learn hence what honours, what loud Pæans, due 
To thoſe, who puſh our antidote aſide; 

Thoſe boaſted friends to reaton, and to man, 


Whole fatal love itabs ev'ry joy, and leaves 


Neath's terror heigliten'd, gnawing on the heart. 
Theſe pompous ſons of reaſon idoliz'd 


And vilify'd and at once; of reaſon dead, 


Then deify'd, as monarchs were of old 

What con: lu plants proud laurels on thewr brow ? 
While love of truth, tho' all their camp reſounds, 
They draw price's curtain o'er the noon-tide-ray 
Spike up their inch of reaſon, on the point 


Of philefophic wit, calPd Argument; 


And then, exulti ting in their taper, cry, 
„ P2hold the ſun:“ And, Indian: like, adore. 

Talk they of morals? O thou bleeding Love! 
Thou maker of new morals to mankind ! 

The grand morality is love of Thee. 

As wiſe as SochxrEs, if ſuch they were, 
(Nor will they bate of that ſublime re nown) 
fs wile as SOCRATES, . juſtly land 

The definitien of a modern fool. 

A CHRISTAIN is the higheſt ſtile of man: 
And is there, who the bleſſed Croſs wipes ofr, 
As a foul blot from his diſhonour'd brow 2 __ 
If angels tremble, tis at ſuch a fight : 
The wretch they quit, deſponding of their charge, 
More ſtruck with grief or wonder, who can tell ? 

Ye fold to gre ye citizens of earth ! 


% 


(For ſuch alene the Chriſtian banner fly) 
V. now Fe how wie your ery how great your gain? 


Behold 


: 
f 


Amen . 
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Behold the picture of earth's happieſt man: 

% He calls his wiſh, it comes; he ſends it back, 
& And ſays, he call'd another; that arrives, 
Mcets the ſame welcome; yet he ſtill calls om; 
Till one calls him, who varics not his call, | 
& But holds him faſt, in chains of darkneſs bound. 
Till nature dies, and judgment ſets him free 

A freedom far Jeſs welcome than his chain, 

But grant man happy; grant him happy long; 3 
Add to life's higheſt prize her lateſt hour; 

That hour, ſo late, is nimble in approach, 

That like, a poſt, comes on in full career : 

How ſwift the ſhuttle flies, that weaves thy ſhroud !. 
Where is the fable of tiry former years? 

Thrown down-the gulf of time; as far from Thee 


As they had ne'er been thine 3 the day in hand, 
Like a bird ſtruggling to get looſe, is going; 


Scarce now poſſeſs'd, ſo ſuddenly *tis gone; 
And each ſwift moment fled, is death advanc'd 
By ſtride as ſwift : n i Al; :- 

And whoſe Eternity? Who triumphs there ? 
Bathing for ever in the font of bliſs! | 
For ever baſking 1 in the Deity ! 

LoREXZ9 ! who ?—Thy conſcience ſhall reply : 

O give it leave to ſpeak; "twill ipeax ere Jong, 
Thy leave unaſk'd: Lou 20! hear it now, 
While uſeful its advice, its accent inild. 

By the great ecict, the divine decrec, 
Truth is depoſited with man's laſt hour; 
An honeſt hour, and faithful to her oft ; * 
Truth, eldeſt daughter of the Deity ; 

Truth, of his council, when he made the wor! 

Nor leſs, when he ſhall judge the worlds he 1a: Ty 
Tho' ſilent long, and ficeping ne'er fo ſound, 
3mother'd with err ors, and oppreſs'd with te 75) 
That heay*n-conumiſioned hour no ſobner calls, 
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But from her cavern in the ſoul's abyſs, 


. Like him they fable under Etna whelm' * 


The goddefs burſts in thunder; and in flame z 
Loadly convinces, and ſeverely pains 

Dark dæmons I diſcharge; and Hydra une 'Þ 
The keen vibration of brightrath—is Hell: 

Juſt definition? thy? by ſobbolk untaught. 

Ye deaf to truth! peruſe this Parſomd page, 

And traſt, for once, a prophet, and a prieſt 1 

6 Men may live ſools, N fools they cannot dic“ 
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To: the Ricnr HonevraBLE: 
Taz EARL or LITCHFIELD... 


FOREN. O!] to recriminate is juſt, . 
Fondneſs for fame is avarice of air. 

J grant the man is vain who writes for praiſe. 
Praiſe no man e' er deſerv'd, who ſought. no more. 
As juſt thy ſecond charge. I grant the muſe 

Has often. bluſht at her degen'rate ſons, 
Retain'd by ſenſe.to plead her filthy cauſe; , 
To raiſe the low, to magnify the. mean, 
And ſubtilize the croſs into refin'd: 
As if to magic numbers powerful charm. 
Twas given, to make a.civit.of their ſong 
Obſcene, and ſweeten ordure to perfume. 
Wit, a true. pagany deifies the. brute, 
And lifts our ſwine-enjoy ments from the.mire. 
The fact notorious, nor ablcure the, cauſe. . 
We wear the chains of. pleaſure, and of pride. 
Theſe ſhare the man; and theſe diſtract him too 5 
. Dram 
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' Draw diff rent ways, and claſh in their commands. 
Pride, like an eagle, builds among the ſtars; 
But pleaſure, lark-like, neſts upon the ground. 
Joys ſhar d by brute- creation, pride reſents 
Pleaſure embraces: Man would both enjoy, 
And both at once: A point how hard to gain! 
But, what can't wit, When ſtung by ſtrong deſire? 
Wi it dares attempt this arduous enterprize. 
Since joys of ſenſe can't riſe to reaſon's taſte 5 
In ſubtle ſophiſtry's laborious forge, 
Wit hammers out a reaſon new, that ſtoops 
To ſordid ſcenes, and meets them with applauſe. 
Wit calls the graces the chaſte zone to looſe; 
Nor leſs than a plump god to fill the bow]: 
A thouſand phantoms, and a thouſand ſpells, 
A thouſand opiates ſcatters, to delude, 
Jo faſcinate, inebriate, lay aſleep, 
And the fool'd mind delightfull y. confound. 


Thus that which ſhock d the judgment, ſhocks no more; 


That which gave pride offence, no more offends. 
Pleaſure and pride, by nature mortal foes, 
At war eternal, which in man ſhall reign, 
By wit's addreſs, patch up a fatal peace, 
And hand in. hand lead on the rank debaueh, 
From rank, refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Art, curſed art! wipes off th' indebted bluffi 
From nature's cheek, and bronzes ev'ry ſhamc.. 
Man ſmiles in ruin, "glories ; in his guilt, 
And infamy ſtands candidate for praiſe, 

All writ by man in favour of the ſoul, 
Theſe ſenſual ethics far, in bulk, trankend. 
The flow'rs of eloquence, profuſely pour'd 
O'er ſpotted vice, fill half the letter'd world. 
Can pow'rs of genius exerciſe their Page, 
And conſecrate enormities with ſong ? 

But let not theſe inexpiable ſtrains. 


ConJem:: 


mi. 
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Condemn the muſe that knows her dignity ; 

Nor meanly ſtops at-time, but holds the ward 

As tis, in nature's ample field, a point, 


A point in her etteem 3 from whence to ſtart, 
And run the round of univerſal ſpace, 


Io vikt Being univerſal there, 


And Being's Source that utmoſt flight of mind ! 

Yet, ſpite of this ſo vaſt circumference, 

Well knows, but what is mortal, nought is great: 

Sing ſyrenes only? Do not angels ling : 

There is in poely a decent pride, 

Which well becomes her when ſhe ſpeaks to rods; 

Her younger ſiſter; happy, not more wiſe. 
Think'ſt thou, LoRZAZO! to find paſtimes here:? 


No guilty paſſion blown into a flame, 


No foible flatter'd, dizuity diſgrac'd, 


No fairy field of Hctios, all on fow'r, 


No rainbow colours, here, or ſilken tale: 


But ſolemn counſels, images of awe, 
Truth, which eternity lets fall on mz 
| With double weight, through theſe Mavis ſpheres, 


This death-deep ſilence, and incumbent ſhade: 


Thoughts, ſuch as ſhall reviſit your laſt hour: 


Viſit uncall'd, and live when life expires ; 


And thy dark pencil, midnight! darker fill 


In melancholy dipt, "ambe owns the whole, | 
Yet this, e'vn this, my laughter- loving friends! 


| LonrN ZO! and thy brothers of the ſmile 


I, what imports you moſt, can molt engage, 


Shall fteal your ear, and chain you to my ſong. 
Or, if you "Fail me, know, the wite ſhall taſte 
The truths I ſing; the tr 215 I {ing thall feel; 

nd, feeling, give aſſent; and their aſſent 
: ample orgs 15 more than praiſe, 
But chiefly thine, O Lircurmrp! nor miſtake: 
Think not un. introduc'd I fores my way:: 

| NARCISSA 
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NancrssA, not unknown, not unally'd, 
By virtue, or by blood, illuſtrious youth! 

To thee, from blooming amaranthine bow'rs, 
Where all the language harmony, deſcends 
Uncall'd, and aſks. admittance. for the muſe: 

A muſe that will not pain thee with thy praiſe; 
Thy praiſe ſhe drops, by nobler ſtill inſpir'd. 

O Thou! Bleſt Spirit! whether the ſupreme, 

Great antemundane Father! in whoſe breaſt 
Embryo creation, unborn being, dwelt, 

And all its various revolutions roll'd 

Preſent, through future: Prior to themſelves; 
Whoſe breath can blow it into nought again; 15 
Or, from his throne ſome delegated pow'r, 
Who, ſtudious of our peace, doth turn the thought 
From vain and vile, to ſordid and ſublime ! 
Unſeen thou lead'ſt me to delicious draughts. 

Of inſpiration, from a purer ſtream, _ 

And fuller of the God, than that-whieh burſt 

rom fam'd Caſtalia : Nor is yet allay'd 


. My facred thirſt; through long my ſoul has. rang 4 
„ N pleaſing paths of moral, and divine, 

„ By Thee ſuſtain'd, and lighted by the ST ARS. 

10 By them beſt lighted are the paths of thought; 

Wo! Nights are their days, their moſt illumin'd hours. 


: l ny day, the ſoul, o'crborne by life's career, 

. Stunn'd by the 8 and giddy with the glare, 

| 'Reels far from reaſon, joltled by.the throng, 

4 By day the ſoul is paſſive, all her thoughts 

1 Impos d, precarious, broken ere mature. 

By night, trom objects free, from paſſion cool, | 
Thoughts uncontroPd, and unimpregs'd, the births 
Of pure election, arbitrary range, / 
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0 Not to the limits of one world confin' 1 
* Fut from ethercal travels ligut on earth, 

5 A vovyag ers drop anchor, fer repolc. 
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Let Indians, and the gay like Indians, fond 
Of feather'd fopperies, the ſun adore: 
Darknels has. more divinity f for me; 
It ſtrikes thought inward z. it drives back the ſou! 
To fettie on Herfeltf, our point ſupreme ! 
There lies our theatre! there tits our judge. 
Darkneſs the curtain drops on life's dull ſcene; 
?Tis the kind hand of Providence ſtretch'd out 
*Twizt man and vanity ; 'tis reaſon's reign, 
And virtue's too; theſe tutelary ſhades 
Are man's aſylum from the tainted throng. 
Night is the good man's friend, and guardian too; 
It no leſs reſcues virtue, than inſpires. 

Virtue, for ever frail, as fair below, 
Her tender nature ſuffers in the croud, 
Nor touches on the world, without a ſtain : 
The world's inſectious; few bring back at cve, 
Immaculate, the manner; of the morn. 
Something we thought, is blotted: we reſolv'd, 


Is ſhaken 4 we renounc'd, returns again. 


Fach ſalutation may flide in a fin 


Unthought before, or fix a former flaw, 


Nor is it ſtrange: Light, motion, concourſe, poiſe, 
All, ſcatter ns abroad: thought outward bound, 
Negledtul of our home: affairs, flics off 
In fume and diſſipation, quits her charges 
And leaves the breaſt unguarded to the foe. 
Preſent .ezample gets within our guard, 
And acts with double force, by few repell'd. 
Ambition fires ambition; love of gain 
Strikes, like a peſlilenee, ſrom breait to breaſt. 
Riot, pride, Perfidy. blue vapours breathe ; 
And inhumanity is caught from may, 
From ſmiling man. A flight, a ſingle g. ance, 
And ſhot at random, often has brou; ht nome 
A lud len fever, to the throbbing heart, 
5 L Of 
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Of envy, Tancour, or impure deſire. 

We tec, we hear, with peri]; ſatety dwelt; 
Remote from multitudes ; the world's a ſchool 
Of Wrong, and what preficients ſwarm around! 
We m oli, or imitate, or dilapprove z 
Mui lit as their accompliccs, © r foe' ; 
That ſtains our innocence; this wounds our peace. 
From nature's birth, hence. wiſdlom has been mit 
With ſweet receſs, and languith'd for the ſhade. 
his facred ſhave, and foltuie, what is it? 
"Tis the felt preic nce of the LU.ity. 

Few are the faults we fatter when alone. 

Vice links in her allucements, is ungjilt, 

And looks, like other obiects, black by nights 

By night an Athieſt hal believes a God. | 

Night is fair virtue's MmMmemonal friend's 

The conſcicas moon, through ev; ry diſtant age, 
Has held a lamp to wiſdom, and let fall, 

On cc ntempiation s eye, her pur ging ray. 

'Fhe 1 am 'd Athenian, he who woo d from heav'n 
Philo! op ry ther fair, to dwell with men, 

And from their manners, not iatiame their pride, 


WW Thile cer his head,” as icartul to moleſt 

His lab'ring mind, the ſtars in {dence {i de, 
And ſeem all gazing on ther future gueſt, 
See = belles his ardent {ut 

In * ate audience: All the tiyc-long nig ght, | 
Rigni in thought, and motionloſs, be: ſtands ; 


Nere ok its Eis th me; or po! iture, till the ſun 
(Rude drunkard riſing roly from the main! 
iſtarbs his nobler ntellcctur #1 beam, 

n gives him to the tu mu! t of the world. 


4 5 
Hail, proc os men, ents! 1 ſtol'n from the b lack waſte 
n urder d time! Auſpicicus midnight! Bail! 
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Here the ſoul ſits in council; ponders paſt, 

Eredenlines future action; fees, not feels, 

Tumultuous life, and reaſons with the ſtorm; 

All her lyes anions, and thinks down her charms. 
What awful; joy! What mental Ii erty ; 

I am not pent in darkneſs ; rather {ay 

(If not too bold) in darkneſs I'm embower'd. 

Delightful gloom“ the cluit'ring thoughts s around 

SPONtaneous riſe, and bloſſom in the ſhade : 


But droop by day, and ſicken in the ſun. 


Vo 


Thought borrow. s light elſewhere ; from. that firſt fire, 


Fountain of animation! whence deſecnds 
Uzanis, my celctiial gueſt ! who Ceizzns 

Nightly to viſit me, ſo. mean; ; and now 
Conſcious how needful diſcipline to man, 

From pleaſing dalliance with the charras of night 
My wand'ring thoughts recals, to what czcites 
Far other beat of heart! Narcisss's tomb! 


Or is it feeble nature calls me back, 


And breaks my ſpirit into grief again? 

Js it a Stygian vapour in my | blood 3 

A cold, flow paddle, erceping throngh my veins? 

O is it thus with ell men bus with all. 

What are we? How unequal ! Now we i0ar, 

And now we ſink; to be the ſame, tranſcends 

Our preſcnt 1 powell. Dearly pays the ſoul 

For lodging illz too dearly rents "has clays 

Reaſon, a baflled counſellor! but adds 

The bluſh of weakneſs to the bane of woes 

The nobleſt ſpirit figliting her bard fate, 

In this damp Jolly region, charg'd wilt forms, 

But fechly flutters, yet untaughe to fly; 

Or, flying, Mort her fight, and ſure her ſall. 

Our ntmott ſtrength, when dow, to file again; 

And not to yield, though beaten, all our praile. 
Tis yam to ſcek in men for more Wan man. 


E Though 
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Though proud in promiſe, big in previous thought 
Experience damps our triumph. I, who late, 
Emerging from the ſhadows of the grave, 
Where grief detain'd me priſoner, mounting high, 
Tnrew wide the gates of everlaſting day 
And call'd mankind to glory, ſhook off pain 
Mortality ſhook off, in Ether pure, 
And ſtruck the ſtars; now feel my ſpirits fall; 
They drop me from the zenith; down I ruſh, 
Like him whom fable fledg d with waren Wings, 
kn ſorrow drown'd—but not in forrow Joſt. 
How wretched is the raan who never mourn'd + 
1 dive for precious pearl in ſorrow's ſtream : 
Not ſo the thoughtlefs man that only grieves; 
Take all the torment, and reipects the gain 
Ineſtimable gain !) and gives heav'n leave 
To makes him but more wretched, not more wiſe, 
If wiſdom is our leſſon (and whac elſe 
Ennobles man? What elſe have angels learnt ?) 
Grief! more proficients in thy ſchool are made, 
Than genius, or proud Jearning, e'er cou'd boaſt. 
2 learning, often ever: fed, 
Digeſts not into ſenſe her motely — 
This book-caſe, with dark booty almoſt burſt, 
This forager on others wiſdom, leaves 
Her native farm, her reaſon quite untill'd. 
With mixt manure ſhe ſurſeits the rank ſoil, 
Dung'd, but not dreſs'd 3 and rich to beggary. 
A pomp untameable of weeds prevails. 
Her fervant's wealth, incumber'd wiſdom mourns. _ 
And what ſays genius? Let the dull. be wile,” 
Geniue, too hard for right, ean prove it wrong; 
And loves to boaſt, where bluſh men leſs inſpir'd 
It pleads exemption from the laws of ſenſe : 
Conſiders reaſon as a Jevellerz 
And ſeorns t) ſhare a bleſſing with the erouw.), 4 
x. e 85 | nat 
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That wiſe it could be, thinks an ample claim 
To glory, and to pleaſure gives the ret. 
CRa85vs but ſleeps, AKDELIO js undone. 
Wiſdom Jeſs thudders at a too}, than wit. 

But wiſdom ſmiles, when humbled mortals. weep. 
When ſorrow wounds the brea't, as ploughs the glebe, 
And hearts obdurate feel her ſoft” ning ſhower 3 
Her ſeed celeſtial, then, glad wiſdom ſows; 

Her golden harve triumphs in the ſoil. 

If ſo, Narerssa! welcome my relapſe 5 

FI raiſe a taz on my calamity, 

And reap rich compenſation from my pain. 
Fl range the plenteous intellectual field; 

And gather ev'ry thought of ſov'reign power 
To chaſe the moral maladies of man; 
Thoughts, which may bear tranſplanting to the — — 
Though natives of this coarſe penurious ſoil; 
Nor wholly wither there, where ſeraphs ſing, 
Refin'd, exalted not annulF'd, in heav'n. 
Reaſon the ſun that gives them birth, the ſame 
In either elime, though more illuſtrious there. 
Theſe choĩceſt cull'd, and elegantly rang'd, - 
Shall form a garland for NaRCi5sa's tomb; 
And, peradventure, of no fading flowers. 

Say on what themes ſhall puzzled choice deſcend? = 

„ Th' importance of contemplating the tomb; 
« Why men decline it; ſuieide's foul birth; 
The various kind of grief the faults of age 3 3 

& And death's dread character invite my ſong. 

And, firſt th* importance of our end ſur heyy 
Friends council quick diſmiſſion of our grief: 

Miſtaken kindneſs! our hearts heal too ſoon. 

Are they more kind than he, who ſtruck the blow ? 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts, 

And baniſh peace, till nobler gueſts arrive, 

And bring it back, a true; and endleſs * 2 
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Calamities are friends: As glaring day 

Of theſe ünnumber'd luſtres robs our ſight; 
Projperity puts out unnumber'd thoughts 

Of import high, and licht dvine, to man. 
The man how bleſt, who, ſick of gaady ſcenes, 
(Scenes apt to thruſt hetwe den Us and Ourſelves!) 


Is led by choice to take his fav'rite walk, 


Beneath death's gloomy, {nent eypreſs ſhades, 
Urpiere'd by vanity's fantaſtic ray; 

To Todd his monuments, to weigh his duſt, 

Viz his vaults, and dwell among the tomb 4 
LoRENZO! read with me Narc18sa's ſtone 3 
(Naxrerssa was my favourite) let us read 

Her mortal ſtone : few doctors preach ſo well; 
Few orators ſo tenderly can touch 

The feeling heart. What pathos in the Gate !. 
Apt words can ſtrike: and yet in them we ſee 
Faint images of what we, here, enjoy. 
What cauſe have we to build on length of life 
Temptations ſeize, when tear is laid afleep; 
And ill foreboded is our ſtrongeſt guard. 

See from her tomb, as frem an humble ſhrine, 

Truth, radient coddefs ! « fallies on my foul, 

And puts deluſion's duſky train to flight; 

Diſpels the miſts our ſultry paſſions raiſe, 
From objects low, terreſtrial, and obſcene z 
And ſhews the real eſtimate of things; 
Which no man, unafflicted, ever ſaw; 
Pulls off the veil from virtue's riſing charins; ; 
Dete&s temptation in a thouſand lyes. 
Truth bids me look on men, as autumn leaves, 
And all they bleed for, as the ſummer's duſt, 
Driv'n by the whirhwino : Lighted by her beams, 
I widen my horizon, gain new powers, 

See things inviſible, feel th 11Ngs remote, 

Am preſent with ſuturities; think nought 
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To man ſo forcign, as thc joys poſſeſt; | 
Nought {o much his, as thole beyond the grave. 
No folly keeps its colour in her ſight; 
Pale worlaly wiidom loſes all her charms: 
In pompous Promiſe, from her ſchæmes profound, 
If future fate ſhe wave tis all in leaves, 
Like Sibyl unſubilantial, flcetir ng bis: 
At the firit blair it vaniſhes es in air. 
Not fo, celeſtial : ' WoulUit thou know, LORENZO! 
How Gifcr worldly wildom, and divine ? 
Juſt as the waning, and thewazing moon. 
More empty worldly wiſdom ev'ry day; 
And cv'ry day more fair her rival thines, 
When letter, there's leſs time to play the fool. 
Soon our whole term for wildom is erpir 'd 
(Thou know'ſt the calls on council in the grave): 
And everlaſting fool: is writ in fire, 
Or real wiſdom wafts us to the ſxies. 
As worldly ſcliemes reſemble SibyPs leaves, 
The good man's days to Sibyl's books compare, 
(In ancient itory read, thou know'it the tale) 
In price itil] riſing, as in number leſs, 
Ineſtimable quite his final hour: 
For That who rhrones cau offer, offer thrones; 
Inſolvent worlds the purcaa ſe cannot pave _ 
On let me die his death! all nature Cries. 
Then live his life, — all nature faulters there, 
Gu great phyieian daily to conſult, | 
'0 chnnune with the grave, our only cure. yet, 
What rave preicribes the beſt ? — A friend's; and 
From a Hiend's grave, how ſoon we diengage? 
Ev'ntotie dearcit, as his marble, cold. 
Way are friends ravlib'd from 1 . bo bind, 
By ſoit «ffs. thous s tyes, on human hearts, 
The thongit of de ach, wEich realon, to ſupine, 
Or miſemploy'd, fo rarely laſtens there. 


Not 
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Nor reaſon, nor affection, no, nor both 
Combin'd, can break the witcheraſts of the world \ 
Behold, thi inezorable hour at hand! | 0 

Behold. th' inexorable hour forgot! | 

And to forget it, the chief aim of life, 0 
| "Though well to ponder it, is life's chief end. l 
. death, that ever thrcat' ning, ne'er remote il 
That all- important, aud that only ſure, "# 
; (Come when he will) an unexpected gueſt? F. 
Sj, > 
B 
A 


Nay, though invited by the londett calls 
Of blind imprudence, unexpected full ? 
Though numerous meſſengers are ſent before, 


To warn his great arrival. What the cauſe, _ A 
The wonrous caule of this myilerious ill? Br 
All heav'n looks down aſtoniſh'd at the fight, T. 
II it, that life has ſown her; joys fo thick, _ At 
We can't thruit in a ſingle care between? 5 
Is it, that life bas ſuch a ſwarm of cares, .; Or 
The thought of death can't enter for the bt By 
Is it, that time ſteals on with downy feet, Ar 
Nor.wakes indulgence from her goldea dream? | | 
PF o-day is ſo like yeſterday, it cheat; An 
We take the lying ſiſter for the ſame. | Bri 
Life glides away, LorExzo! like a brook 3 On 
For ever changing unperceiv'd the change. Bla 
In the ſame brook none ever bath'd him twice: Th 
Jo the ſame lite none ever twice awoke. WD So 
We call the brook the ſame; the ſame we think | Lef 
Our life, tho' fill more rapid in its flow | O1 
Nor mark the much, irrevocable laps d, | An 
And mingle with the ſea. Or ſhall we ſay Fro: 
(Retaining ſtill the brook to bear us on) In 
That life is like a veſſel on the ſtream? ts Wa 
In life embark'd, we ſmoothly down the tide _ B 
Of time deſent, but not on time intent; | Of: 
A mus'd, unconſcious of the gliding wave; | And 
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Till cn.a ſudden we perceive a ſhock; 
We ſtart, awake, Took out; what ſee we there? 
Our br: ls bark is burſt on Charon's ſhore. 
Is this the caule death flies all human thought ? 
Or is it judgment, by the will firuck blind, 
That domineering miſtreis of the ſoul ! 
| Like him to ſtrong, by Dalilah the fair ?. 
Or 1s it fear turns artled reaion back, 
From looking down a precipice ſo ſteep ? 
Tis dreadful; and the dread is wiſely plac'd, 
By nature, conſcious of the make of man. 
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 15 
A flaming ſword to guard the tree of life. 5 
By that unaw'd, in lite's moſt ſmiling hour, | 
The good man would repine; would ſuffer joys, 
And burn impatient for his Promis d ſkies, 
The bad, on each punctilious pigue of pride, 
Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein; 
Bound o'er the barrier, ruſh into the dark, 
And mar the ſchemes of Providence below: 
What groan was that, Loge xzo ?—PFuries! riſe 
And deoy wn in your leſs execrable yell, 
Britazmia's ſhame. There took her gloomy flight, 
On wing impetuous, a black ſullen ſoul, 
Blaite4 rrom hell, with horrid luſt of death. 
Ti Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 

So call'd, ſ> thought—A nd then he fled the feld. 6 
Leſs baſe the car of death, than fear of lite, * 
O Br! itain, infamous for Sdleide : | a 
An ifland in thy manners far digen d 
From the whole world of rationals beſide A 
In ambicnt waves plunge thy polluted a i, 
Waſh the dire tain, nor ſhock the continent. | 

But thou be ſhock'd, while I detect the cauſe 
Of [cl. aſſault expoſe the monſter's birth, 5 
ud Lid abhorrencs hits it round the world. x 
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Nor reaſon, nor affection, no, nor botk | 53 6 
Combin'd, can break the witohcraſts of the world . W 
Behold, th' incxorabl> hour at hand! : | ON 
Behold, th* inexorable hour forgot! 5 
And to forget it, the chief aim of life, 5 Or 
Though well to ponder it, is life's chief end. | Ih 
Is death, that ever treat ning, ne'er remote Lil 
That allimponaint, aud that only ſure, | Or 
(Come when he will) an unexpected gueſt? Fre 
Nay, though invited by the Joudeſt calls Ti 
Of blind imprudence, unexpeded ſüll? By 
Though numerous meſſengers are ſent before, 1 
To warn his great arrival. What the cauſe, N 
The wond''rous caule of this myilerious ill? | | By 
All heav'n looks down aſtoniſh'd at the light, Th 
Is it, that life has ſown her joys fo thick, | Ane 
We can't thruit in a ſingle care between? | The 
15 it, that life has ſuch a ſwarm' of cares, | Or 
he thought of death can't enter for the throng! | Bou 
15 it, that time ſteals on with downy feet, Ane 
Nor wales indulgence from her golden dream? V 
'To-day is ſo like yeſterday, it cheats bo. An: 
We take the lying ſiſter for the fave. - | Bri: 
Life glides away, LoRExzo : like a brookz _ On 
For ever changing unperceiv'd the change. Blat 
In the ſame brook none ever bath'd him twice: Thy 
To the ſame life none ever twice awake. i 3c 
We call the brook the ſame ; the ſame we think | Leſs 
Our life, tho" ſtill more rapid in its flow OB 
Nor mark the much, irrevocable laps'd, *' | | Ani 
And mingle with the ſca. Or ſhall we ſay Fro: 
(Retaining ſtill the brook to bear us on) In a 
That life is like a veſſel on the ſtream? N Wa 
In life embark'd, we ſmoothly down the tide B. 
Of time deſent, but not on time intent; Of { 
Amus'd, unconſcious of the gliding wave; 25 And 
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Till on.a ſudden we perceive a ſhock; 

We ſtart, awake, look cut; what fee we t there ? 

Our bri ittle bark is burſt on Charon's ſhore. 

Is this the caule death flies all human thought? 

Or is it judgment, by the will ſtruck blind, 

That domineering miitreis of the ſoul ! 
Like him to ſtrong, by Dalilah the fair 2 
Or is it fear turns ſtartled reaſon back, 

rom looking down a precipice ſo ſteep! 
Tis dreadful; and the dread is wiſely plac'4, 
By nature, conicious of the make of man. 

A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 

A flaming ſword to guard the tree of life. 1 

By that unaw'd, in life's moſt ſmiling hour, | 

The good man would repine 5 would Tuffer joys, 

And burn impatient for his promis d ſkies, 

The bad, on each punctilious pique of pride, 

Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein; 

Bound o'er the barrier, ruſh into the dar C, 

And mar the ſchemes of Providence below. 
What groan was that, LoRE zo? Furies! riſe; 

And dean vn in your leſs execrable yell, 

Bricanma's ſhams. There took her gloomy flight, 

On wing impetuous, a black ſullen ſoul, 

Blaited rom hell, with horrid luſt of death: 

Thy friend, the brave. t he gallant Altamont, 

So call'd, fo thought—And then he fled the feld. 99 
Leſs baſe the fear of death, than fear of lile. | 1 
O Britain, infamous for Suicide 
An iſland in thy manners | far digjoin'd 
From the whole world of rationals beſide 
In ambicnt waves plunge thy polluted * 
Waſh the dire ſtain, n or ſhock the continent. 

But thou be ſhock' d, while I detect the cauſe. 
Of ſcit-atlault ezpoſe tie monſter's birth, 
And Lid abhorrencs hiſs it round the world. 
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| lame not thy chme, nor chide the diſſant ſun; 
he ſun is innocent, thy clime abſolv'd: 

7 ww clmes kind nature never made. 

The cauſe I ſing, in Eden might prevail, 

And Proven it 15 5 thy w7 foliy, 18 thy tate: 
The foul of man let him in nomage bow, 

Who names his ſoul), a native of the ſteies; 

High- born, and tree, her freedom ſhould maintain, 

Unſold, ume d tor carth's little bribes. 

Th illuſtrious anger in this foreign land, 

Like ſtrangers, jcalous ſor her dignity, 

Studious of home, and ardent to return, 

Of earth ſuſpicious, earth's inchanted cup 

With cool reſerve light touching, ſhould indulge 

On immortality, her godlike taſte; 

There take large draug ts: 3 her chief banquet 


But ſome reject this Tuſten zance divine; [there. 


To beggary vile appetites deſcend; 

Aſk alms of earth, for gueſts that came ſrom heay'n! 

Sink into ſlaves; and fell, for preſenc hire, | 

Their rich reverſion, and (01 :at ſhares its fate) 

Their native freedom, to the prince who ſways 

This nether world. And when his payments fall; 

When his ſoul baſket gorges them no more, 

Or their pall'd palates loath the baſket full; 

Are inſtantly, with wild demoniae rage, 

For breaking all the chains of Providence, 

And burſting their confinement ; tho? faſt barr'd 

By Jaws divine and human; guarded ſtrong 

With horrors doubled to defend the paſs, 

The blackeſt, nature, or dire guilt can riſe; 

And moated round with fathomleſs det! irudion, 

Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. 
Such, Britons ! is the cauſe, to you unknown, 

Or worſe, o'erlook'd by magiſtrates, 

Thus crimminals themſelves. I grant the deed 


* 


PRE REL AP 5: 
Is madneſs; but the madnels of the hcart. 
And what is that? Our utmoſt bound of guilt. 
A icnjual, unretiecting life, is big 
With moni.rous births, and Suicide, to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bold to break 
Heav'n's Jaw ſupreme, and ſeperately ruth | 
Thro' ſacred nature's murder, on their own, l; 
Becauſe they never think of death, they dic. 
"Tis equally" man's duty, glory, gain, 
At once to ſhun, and meditate, his end, 
When by the bed of languiſhment we fit, 
(The ſeat of wiſdom! if our choice, not fate) 
Or, o'er our dying friend in anguiſh hang, 
Wipe the cold dew, or ſtay the fin king head, 
Number their moments, and, 3 in ev'ry clock, 1 
Start at the voice of an Eternity; 
See the dim lamp of liſe juſt feebly lift 
An agonizing beam, at us to gaze, 
Then ſink again, and quiver into death, 
That molt pathetic herald of our own 
How read we ſuch ſad ſcenes? As for to man 
In perfect vengence? No; in pity ſent, 
To melt him dow n. like wax, and then impreſ⸗ "Þ 
Indelible, death's image on his heart; 
Blee ing for others, trembling ſor himſelf. | 
We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we ſmile. | ' 
The mind turns fool, betore the cheek is dry. 
- Our quick-returning folly cancels all; 
As the tide ruſhing raſes what is writ 
In yielding ſands, an1 ſmooths the letter'd ſhore, 
Logexzo: haſt thou ever weigh'd afigh ? 
Or ſtudy'd the philoſophy of tears? 
(A ſcience, unlectur'd in our ſchools !) 1 
Haſt thou deſcended deep into the breaſt, | 
And ſeen their ſource? If not, deſcend with me, 
And trace theſe briny riv lets to their ſpring « 5 
M 2 5 Our 
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ur fun'ral tears, from diff rent cauſes, riſe, 
As if from ſcy'rate ciiterns in the ſoul 
Of various kinds they flow. From tender hearts, 
By ſoft contagion cell'd, ſome burſt at once, 
And fiream obicquious to the leading eye. 


Home aſk more time, by curious art diſtill'd, 


Some hearts, in ſecret hard, unapt to melt, 


Struck by the magic of the public eye, 


Like Moses's ſmitten rock, guſh out amain. 
Some weep to ſhare the fame of tne, deccas'd, 
So high in merit, and to them ſo Gear. 


They dwell on praiſes, which they think they ſhare 3 


And thus, without a bluſh, commend Themſelves, 


Some mourn, in proof, that ſomething they could love: 


They weep not to relieve their grief, but ſhew, 

ome Veep in perfect juſtice to the dead, 
As conſcious all their love is in arrear. 
Some miſchievouſly weep, not unappris'd, 
Tears, ſometimes, aid the conqueit of an eye. 
With what addreſs the ſoft Epheſians draw 

heir ſable net-work o'cr entangled hearts! 
As ſeen thro' chryſtal, how their rotes glow, 
While liquid p pearl runs trickling down their cheek ? 
Of her's not prouder Egypt's wanton queen 3 
eulen ger s, herſelf diffolv'd in love. 
Some weep at 3 abſtracted from the dead, 
And elebrate, like CHARLES, their own deceaſe. 
By kind confiruciien ſome are deem'd to weep 
Becauſe a decent veil conceals their joy. 

Some WEEP. in carneit, and yet weep in vain; 
As deep in indiſeretion, as in woe. 
DES 1, b lad pation ! impotently pours | 
Pears, that delerve more'y while reaſon fleeps z 
Or gazes like an idiot, unconcern 'd3 | 
"or comprehends the mea ning of the ſtorm; 
nous not it ſraks 10 her. and her along. 


Ixrationals 
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Irrationals all ſorrows are beneath, 
That noble giſt! that privilege of man! 
From ſorrow's pang, the birth of endleſs joy. 
But theſe are barren of that birth divine: 
They weep impetuous, as the lummer ſtorm, 
And full as ſnort! The crucl grief ſoon tar 'Gs 
They make a Paſtime of the {ungleis tale; 
Far s tlie deep reſounding knell, they reed 
The dreadiul news, and hardly feel i mote. 
No grain of wiſdom pays them for their woes 

Half-round the globe, the tcars pumpt up by death 
Are ſpent in wat'ring vanities of liſe; 
In making folly floarith ſtill more fair. | 
When the ſick ſoul, her wonted itay withdrawn, — 
Reclines on carth, and ſorrows in tig duſt; | 
Initcad of learning chere, her true tupport, 
＋ ho' there thrown down her true ſupport to learn, 
Without heav'n's aid, impatient to be 4 . . 
She crawls to the next ſhrud, or bramble vile 
Tho? from the itately cedar's arms the fell; 
With ſtale, for [wor n embraces, clings ane v, 
The ftranger wels, and bloſſome, as beſore, 
In all the Froitleſs fopperies of life: 
Preſents her weed, well fancy'd, at the ball, 
And raflesfor the death's bcad on the ring. 
80 wept AURZLIA, till the detan'd 5 -outh 

Stept in, with his receipt for making inilcs, 
And blanching {ables into bridal bloom. 


So wept Longer fair GLARISSA's fate; 


Who gave that angel boy, on whom he doa ats; 

And dy'd to 850 e b aim, orphan'd in his birth! | 

Not ſuch, Nane css, my diireſs for Thee. 5 

Jil make an alter of thy ſacred tomb, 

To ſeeriice to Wiſdom— What wer: Thou? 

& Youny, gay, and iorwnate !” Each viel Is a theme. 5 

I'll dwell on cach, to ſhun thought more ieverc 3 = 
Hear? 2 
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r vn knows I labour with ſeverer ſtill!) 1 
Ln dwell on each, and quice exhauſt thy death. [ 
A foul without reticction, like a pile 2 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. | 1 
And, firtt, thy youth. What ſays it to grey hairs 1. 
NahcissA, I'm become thy pupil Now — F 
Eariy, bright, tr anſient, chaile, as morning dew, 5 
She frarkled, wa exiiaPd, and went to heav'n. 8 
T; ime on this head has ſnow's:; ; yet ſtill tis borne * 
Alott: nor thinks but on another's grave. C 
Cover'd with ſhame 1 ſpeak it, age ſevere 8 
Old worn. cut vice ſets down for virtue fair; 5 
With graceleſs gravity, chaſtiſing youth, V 
That youth chaitis'd ſurpaſſing in a fault, A 
Father A all, forgetfulneſs of death; T 
As if like objects prefling on the 11 ;ght, 1 
Death has advanc'd too near us to be ſeen: C : 
Or, that life's Joan time ripen'd into right; : 
And men might plead preſcription from the grave; 1 
Deathleſs, from peine of reprieve. | 8 
Deathleſs? far from it | ſuch are dead already; T 
Their hearts are bury'd, and the world their grave. I. 
Tell me, ſome god! my guardian angel ! tell, 3. 
What thus infatuates? what inchantment plants G 
The phanton of an age twixt us, and death | 1 
Already at the door? He knocks, we hear, « 
And yet we will not hear. What mail defends FR ba 
Our untouch'd hearts? What miracle turns off 4 
The pointed thought, which from a thouſand quivers N 
Is daily darted, and is daily ſhunn'd ? F. 
We ſtand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs 8 
Around us falling; wounded oft ourſelves; 9 
Tho bleeding with our wounds, immortal ſtill; | IT 
We ſee time's furrows on another 8 brow, 8 
And death entrench'd, preparing his aſſault; G 


How few ee in that juſt mirror, ſee! ! 


Or, 
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Or, ſecing, draw their inference as ſtrong! 
There death is certain; doubtful here: He muſt, 
And joon ! We may; within an age, expire. 
Tho' grey our heads, our thoughts: and aims are green; 
Like damag' f clocks, whote hand and bell dillent; 
Folly tings Six, waile nature points at Twelve. 
Ablurd longevity | More, More, it cries: 
Moc life, more wealth, mere traſh of every kind. 
An: agar gh mad for more, when relih fails? 
Ob>--t, and appecite, mult club for joys 3 
Shall tolly ia abour, hard to mend the bow, 
Baubles, I mean, that itr IKE us from without, 
Wulle nature is relazing ev ry ſtring? 
Ait chougut for joy; grew rich, and hoard within. 
Think you the foul, when this life's, rattles ceaſe, 
das nothing of more manly to lucceed : f 
Contract the taſte immortal; learn ev'n Now 
o relith what alone ſubſiſts hereaſter. 
Divine, or none, henceforth your joy for ever. 
Of age the glory is, to with to die. 
Thad wiſh is praiſe, and promiſe ; it applauds 
Pa life, and promiſes our future bliſs. 
Wat weaknels ſee not children in their fires ? 
Grand- climacterical abſurdities! 
 Grey-bair'd authority, to faults of youth, 
How ſhocking : it makes folly thrice a fool 
And our firit childhood might our laſt dcfpile. 
Peace an eſteem is all that age can hope. 
Nothing but wiidom gives the firſt 3 the laſt, 
Nothing, but the repute of being wide. 
Folly bars both 3 3 our age is quite undone. 
Whac folly can be ranker? Like our ſhadows, 
Our wiſhes lengthen, as our ſun declines, 
No wiſh ſhould loiter, then this ſide the grave. 
Our hear, ſhould leave the world, before the knell 
Calls for our carcaſes to mend the ſoil, 


Enough 
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Eno ugh to live in tempeit, dic in port 3 

Age ſhould ily coneourſe, cover in retreat 

De feels of judgment; and the will's ſubdue; 

Falk thoughtful on the {tlenat, ſolemn ſhore 
Of that vaſt ocean it muit {ail fo ſoon; 

And put good-works on board; and wait the wind 
That ſhortly blows us into worlds unknown; 
If axicontides d too, a dreadtul ſcene ! 

All ſhould be prophets to the miclves 3 foreſee 
Their future; their future forctaſte; | 
This art would waſte the bitterneſs of death. 

The thought of death alone, the fear deſtroys. 
A diſaffection to that precious thought 

Is more than midnight darkneſs on the ſoul, 
Wich fleeps beneath; it, on a Precipice, 
Put'd oft by the firſt blaſt, and loſt for ever. 

Doft aſk, Lozxzxzo, w by ſo warmly preſt, 
By repetition hammer'd on thine car, 


The thought of death That thought is the machine, 


The grand machine! that heaves us from the duſt, 
And rears us nto men. That thought, ply'd home, 
Will ſoon reduce the ghaſtly precipice 

O'er hanging hell, will ſoften the dafoent; 

And g cently Mo; pe our Pallage to the grave z 

How warmly © be wiih'd ! What heart of fleſh 
Would trifle with tremendous ? dare eztremes ? 
Yawn o'er the fate of infinite? What hand, 
Beyond the blackeſt brand of cenſure bold, 

(To ſpeak a language too well known to Thee). 
Would at a moment. gives its all to chance, 

And ſtamp the die for an eternity? 

Aid me, NAaRCISSA? aid me to keep Pace 

With aeftiny 3 and ere her ſeiſſars cut 

My thread of: life, to break this tougher thread 
Of moral death, that ties me to the World. 
Sting thou my dumb ring reaſon to fend forth 


- 
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A thought of obſervation on the foe ; 
To ſally; and ſurvey the rapid march 
Of his ten thouſand meſſengers to man; 
Who, J=nwlike, behind bim turns them all, 
All accident apart, by nature ſign'd, 
My warrant is gone out, tho' dormant yet; 
Perhaps behind one- moment Jurks my fate. 

Muſt I then forward only look for deatli? 
Backward TI turn mine eye, and find him there. 
Man 3s a ſe}!-ſurvivor ey year. 

Man, like a ſtream, is in PEiP >ctual flow. 
Death's a defiroyer of quotidian prey. 

My youth, my noon-tide, His; my yeſterday 
The bold invader ſtares the preſent hour. 

Each moment on the former ſhunts the grave. 
While man is growing, life is in decreale; 

And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 

Our birth isn mY but our death begun; 

As tapers waſte, that inſtant they iake fire. 

Shall we then fear, leſt that ſhould come to paſs, 
nich comes to pals cach moment of mw lives? 
If fear we muſt, let that dcatli turn us Tale, 
Wbichi mur lars ſiren gh and ardour 3 what remains 

nhould rather call on death, than dread his call. 
25 partners of my fault, and my decline! 
Thouzktleſs of death, but when your neizhhours knelt 
(Rude viſitant 1) 155 xks Darg at your d. 1 ſenic, 
And with thunder ſcarce ol tains Your car! 
Be death your theme, in ew'ry place and hour; 
Nor longer want ye monume Atzl Sire! | 
& brather tomb to-tell x YOu, you all dice 
That death you dread (lo great is nature's {ki * 
Know, you ſhall court be fore you ſhall enjoy. 

But you are Jcarn' 95 in volumes, deep you ſit; 
In wiſtom, ſhallow: Pompous ISAOFATCE » : 

Wou' d you be fi} more cc rned, than the earn” d! 


* * 
4 
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Unhedg'd, lies open in life's common held 
And bids all welcome to the vital feaſt. 

You ſcorn what lies before you in the page 
Of nature, and experieuse, moral truth; 
Of indiſpenſable, eternal fruit; 


Fruit, on which mortals feeding, turn to gods: 


And dive in ſcience for diſtinguiſh'd names, 
Diſhoneſt fomentation of your pride; 
Sinking in virtue, as your rife in fame. 

Your Jearning, like the lunar beam, aftords 
Light, but not heat; it leaves you undevout, 
Frozen at heart, while ſpeculation ſhines. 
Awake, ye curious indagators ! fond 

Of knowing all, but what avails you known, 


If you would learn death's character, attend. 


All caſts of conduct, all degrees of health, 
All dies of fortune, and all dates of age, 
Together ſhock in his impartial urn 


Come forth at random: Or, if choice is made, 


The choice is quite ſarcaſtie, and inſults 
All bold conjecture, and fond hopes of man, 
What countleſs multitudes not only leave, 
But deeply diſappoint us, by their deaths! 
Tho? great our lorrows, greater our ſurpriſe, 
Like other tyrants, death delights to ſmite, 


Wat, ſmitten, moſt proclaims the pride of pow'r, 


And arbitrary nod. His joy ſupreme, 
To bid the wretch ſurvive the fortunate 
Ihe feeble wrap ti athletic in his brbud ; 


And weeping fathers build their childrens tomb; 
Me Time, 'Narxctssa !—What tho' ſhort thy date? 


Virtue, not rolling ſuns, the mind matures. 


That lie is long, which anſwers life's great end. 


Tnete CoMPyLaAalNnT Night 3. 
Learn well to know how much need not be known, 
And what that knowledge, which impairs your ſenſe. 
Our needful knowledge, like our necdful food, 
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The time that bears no fruit, deſerves no name 
The man of wiſdom is the man of Years. 
in hoary youth MeTwusaLEM's may die; 
O how miſdated on their flatt'ring tombs ! 
Nagcissa's youth has lectur'd me thus far; 
And can her gaity give counſel too? 
That, like. the Jews fam'd oracle of gems, 
Sparkles inſtruction; ſuch as throws new light, 
And opens more the character of death; 
III now to thee, Lorenzo! This they vaunt: 
Give death his due, the wretched, and the old; 
© Ev'n let him ſweep his rubbiſh to the grave; 
Let him not violate kind nature's laws, 
© But own man born to live as well as die.“ 
Wretched and old thou giv'it him; young and gay 
He takes, and plunder is a tyrant's joy. 
What if I prove, The fartheſt from the fear, 
Are often nearer to the ſtroke of Fate?“ 
All, mere thay common, menances an end. 
A a betokens brevity of life: 
And if bright embers ſhould emit a fame, 
Glad ſpirits ſparkled from NakCISS 4's cyc, 
And made youtli younger; and taught liſe to live. . 
As nature's oppoſites wage endleſs war, 
For this offznce, as desu to the decp 
Laviolable ſtupor of his 161g, 
Where Juſt, . and turbulent ambition, . ſleep, | 
Death took: ſwiit vengrance. As he lite deteſts, ' 
Wore life is ſtill more odious; and, reatie'd 
By conqueſt, aggrandizes more alis pow Fs 
But wherefore agarand; z d? By heav'n's decree, . 
To plant the foul on her eternal guard, 
In aweful expectation of our end. 
I'hus runs death's dread commiſſion; “ Strike, but 10, 
& As molt alarms th: living by the den 
Hence ſtratagein delights lam, and furpritgs 
N 2 | And 
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and cruel {port with man's ſecurities. | 
Not imple conqueſt, triumph is his aim; 
And, where leait fear'd, there conqueſt * moſt. 
. his proves. my bold aflertion not too bold, 
What are his arts to la our fears alleep? 
Tiberian arts his purpoſes wrap up 
in deep diſſimulation's darkeſt night. 
Like princes unconfeſt in foreign courts, 
Who travel under cover, death ailumes 
The name and look of life, and dwells among us. 
He takes all ſhapes that ſerve his black deſigis: 
_ Tho" maſter of a wider empire far 
Than that, o'er which the Roman eagle flew. 
Like Nero, he's a fidler, charioteer, 
Or drives his pheaton, in female guiſe; 
Quite unſulpected, till, the wheel bencath, 
His diſarray'd oblation he devours. 
He moſt affects the forms leaſt like himſelf, 
His flender ſclf. Hence burly corpulence 
Is his familiar wear, and fleck 3 
Behind the roſy bloom he loves to lurk, 
Or ambuth in a ſmile; or wanton Gs. 
In dimples deep love? s eddies, which draw in 
Unwary hearts, and ſinks them in deſpair. | 
Such, on NARCISsA's couch he Joiter'd long 
Unkiown ; and, when detected, ſtill was ſeen 
To ſmile s ſuch peter has innocence in death! 
Molt happy they! whom leaſt his arts deceive. 
One cye on death, and one full fix d on heav'n, 
Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. 
Long on his wiles a piqu'd and jealous ſpy 
I've y SY or dreamt 5 av, the tyrant dreſs 5 
Lay by his horrors, and put on his ſmiles. 
Say, muſe. for thou remember'ſt, call it back, 
And ſhew LORENZO the ſurpriſing icene z 
If 'twas a dream, his genius can explain, 


* — * 
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"Twas in a circle of the gay I ſtood. 
Death would have enter'd; Nature puſh'd him back; 
Supported by a doctor or renown, | | 
His point he gain'd Then artfully diſmiſt 
The ſage; for death deſign'd. to be conceal'd. 
He gave an old vivacious uſurer 
His meagre aſpect, and his naked bones; 2 
In gratitude for plumping up his prey, | 
A pamper'd ſpendthriſt; whoſe fantaſtic air, 
Welkfaſhioa'd figure, and cockaded brow, 
He took in change, and underneath the pride 
Of coſtly linen, tuck'd his filthy ſhroud. 
His crooked bow he ftraiten'd to a cane; 
And kid his deadly ſhafts in Myra's eye. 

The dreadful maſquerader, thus equipt, 
Out-ſallies on adventures. Aſk you where? 
Where is he not! For his peculiar haunts, 
Let this ſuffice 3 ſure as night follows day, 
Death treads in pleaſure's footſteps round the world, 
When pleaſure treads the paths, which reaſon ſhuns. 
When, againſt reaſon, riot ſhuts the door, 
And gaiety ſupplies the place of ſenſe, __ 
Then, foremoſt at the banquet, and the ball, 
Death leads the dance, er ſtamps the deadly die; 
Nor cver- fails the midnight bowl to crown, 
Gaily carouſing to his gay compeers. 
Inly he laughs, to ſee them laugh at him, | 
As ablent tar: And when the revel burns, | : 
When fear is baniſſid, and triumphant thought, 
Calling ſor all the joys, beneath the moon, 
Againſt him turns the key; and bids him ſup 
With their progenitors— He drops his maſk ; 
Frowns out at full; they ſtart, deſpair, expire. 

Scarce with more ſudden terror and ſurpriſc, 
From his black maſque of nitre, touch'd by fire, 
He burſts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 


And 
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And is not this triumphant treachery, 

And more than ſimple conqueſt, in the fiend ? 
And now LORENZO, doſt thou wrap thy ſoul 

In ſoft ſecurity, becauſe unknown 

Which moment is commiſſion'd to deſtroy ? 

In death's uncertainty” thy danger hes, 

Is death uncertain? Therefore Thou be fix d; 

Fix'd as a centinal, all eye, all car, 

All cxpeclaticn of the e coming ſoe. 

_ Rowe, ſtand in arms, nor lean againſt thy ſpear: 

Leſt ſiumber ſeal one moment o'er thy foul, 


And fate ſurpriſe the nodding, Watch, be ſtrong; 


5 25 give each day the merit, and renown, 
F dying well; tho' doom'd but once to die. 
Nor let life's period hidden (as from moſt) 
Hide too from Thee the precious ule of life. 
Farly, not ſudden, was NakCissa's fate. 

Soon, not ſurpriſing death his vilit paid. 

Her thought went 1orth to meet him on his . 
Nor gaicty forgot it was to die: 

Tho? fortune too (our third and final theme), 
As an accomplice, play'd her gaudy plumes, 
And ev'ry glitt'ring gewgaw, on her tight, 

To dazzle. ana debauch it jrom its mark. 
Deati's dreadful advent is the mark of man; 
And ev'ry thought that miſſes it, is blind. 
Fortune, with youth and gaicty, conſpir 'd 

To weave a triple wreath of happineſs 

(If heppineſs on earth) to crown her brow. | 
And could death change thro? ſuch a mining ſuleld? 

That ſhining {weld invites the tyrant's ſpcar, 

As if to damp our cle vated aims, 

And ſtrongly preach humility to man. 

O how portentous is pro olperity ! 

How, comet-jike, it threatens, while it ſhines / 
Vew years but yield. us proof of dcath's ambition, 
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To call his victims from the faireſt fold, 

And ſheath his ſhafts in all the pride of life. 

When flouded with abundance, purpled o'er 
With recent honours, bloom'd with ev'ry mit 

Set up in oſtentation, made the gaze, 

The gaudy centre, of the public eyc, 

When fortune thus has toſs'd her child in air, 
Snatch' d from the covert of an humble ſtate, 

How often have 1 een him dropt at once, =» 

Our morning's envy « and our ev ning s ſigh! 
As her bounties were the ſignal giv'n, 

The flow'ry wreath to mark the ſacrifice, 

And call death's arrows on the deſtin'd prey. 

High fortune ſeems in cruel league with fate, 

Aſk you for what? To give his war on man 

The deeper dread, and more illuſtrious ſpoil 3 
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 

And burns Lorenzo ſtill for the ſublime 

Of life? to hang his airy neſt on high., 

On the ſlight timber of the topmaſt bough, 
Rockt at each breeze, and menancing a fall ?- 
Granting grim death at equal diſtance there; 
Yet peace begins juſt where ambition ends. 
What makes man wretched? Happineſs deny'd ? 
LORENZO! no: Tis happineſs diſdain'd. 

She comes too meanly dreſt to win our ſmile; 
And call herſelf Content, a homely name! 
Our flame is tranſport, and content our ſcorn. 
Ambition turns, and-ſhuts the door againit her, 
And wedsa toi), a tempeſt, in her ſtead 

A tempeſt to warm traniport near of kin. 
Unknowing what our mortal ſtate admits, 
-Life's modeſt joys we ruin, while we raiſe 5 
And all our eeſtaſieæs are wounds to peace; 
Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 

And ſince thy peace is dear, ambitious youth ! 


Or 
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Of ſortune fond! as rhoughtleſs of thy fate! | 
As late 1 drew death's picture, to ſtir u: 

Thy wholeſome fears; now, drawn in conti aſt, ſee 
Gay fortune's, thy va in hopes to oy mand, | 
Se-, high in air, the {portive goddef: 3 hangs, 
U:iveks her caſſcet, {preads her glitt ring ware, 
And calls the giddy winds to pu*'? abroa 

Her random bcunties o'er t Ne gaping throng. 

All ruſh rapacious; friends o'er trodden friends; 
Sons oer their fachen, ſu>jects o'er their kings, 
Prieſts o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, 

(Still more ador'd) to ſnatch the golden ſhow'r. 

Gold glitters moit, where virtue ſhines no more 3 

As ſtars from abſent ſuns have leave to {nine. 

O what a precious pack of votaries 

UnkennelFd from tae priſons, and the ſtews, 

Pour in, ail op'ning in their idols praiſe 

All. ardent, eye each waiture of her hand, 

And, wic expanding their voracious aws, 

Nortel on morſel ſwallow down unchew'd, 
Untaſted, thro! mad appetite for more; 'Þ 

Gorg'd to the throat, yet lean and rav'nous ſtill, 
Sagacious AY, to trace the ſmallcit game, 

And bold to ſeize the greateſt, If (bleil chance!) 
Gourt-zephyrs ſweetly breathe, they launch, they fly, 
O'er jut, o'er facred, all forbidden ground, 
Drunk with the burning ſent of place of pow'r, 
Staunch to the foot of Iuere, till they die. 

Or, if for men you take them, as [ mark 
Their manners, thou their various fates ſurvey. 
With aim miſmeaſur'd, and impetuous ſpeed, 
Some parting, ſtrike their ardent wiſh far oft, 
Throꝰ fury fo poſſeſs it: Some ſuccecd, 

But ge, and let fall the taken prize. 
From ſome, by ſudden blaſts, tis whirl'd away, 
And lodg'd in boſoms that ne'er dream'd of gain, 
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To ſome it. ſücks ſo cloſe, tat when torn off, 
Torn is the man, and mortal is the wound. 
Some, 0'er-enamour'd of their bags, ru mad, 
' Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread, 
Together ſome (unhappy rivals ) ſeizc, 

And rend abundance into poverty; 
Loud croaks the raven of the law, and ſmiles; 
Smiles too the goddeſs; but ſmiles molt at thou, 
(Juſt victims of exorbitant deſire! 

Who periſh at their own requeit, and, whelm'd 
Beneath her load of laviſh grauts, expire. 
Fortune is famous for her numbers lain, 

The number ſmall, which happineſs can bear. 
Thro' various for a witlic their fates 3 at latt 

One curſe involves them all; at deatli 3 approach. 
All read their riches backward into 4018s, 

And mourn, in guſt proportion, to their ſtore. 

And death's approach (if orthiodox my long) 

Is haſlen'd by the ture of tortune's ſmiles. 

And art thou ſtill a glutcon of bright. gold 2 

And art thou {til r rapacious ot thy ruin: 7 

Death loves a ſhiuing mark, a liznal blow; 

A blow, vwinctt, wi hats it exccùtes, alarms 

And flartles thoufands with a Ungle fall. 
As Wlici dome flately growth of oak, or pile, 
Wich nods aloft, ald proudly 4; pr eads her lunde, 
The ſun's defance, a tie Rock's defence 3 

By tac ſtrong ſtrokes otlab' ning hinds ſubdu d, 
Loud groans "ber lait, and ruſhng from ber licig lit, 
In cunbrous ruin, thunders to the ground: 
The eonicious ſereit trembics at tlic ock, 

And hill, and {trcam, and diſtant dale, Neun, 

T bas: high awd darts of death, and theic aiche, 

Should I collect, my quiver would be full. 

A quiver, which, lufpcucad | in nid air, 

Or acar ea 18 Archer, iu the Z0Ciack, 1 nan 27 
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680 Tout ood >} ſhould d raw the public eye, 
The gaze aut cs; 1-2mplation of mankind 
A confted]; lation aw 1, yet benign, | 
To 8014 oh the 5 tir Big? lite empeſtuous Wave; 
Nor ſuffer then to Arike the common rock, | 
From greater danger to grow more ſecure, 
And, wrapt in nappineis, lrg tueir fate.“ 
LysAxpER, happy paſt tlie com lot, 
Was warn'd of danger, bur too gay to fear. 
He woo'd the fair AspAsIA“: She was Kind; 
In youth, form, fortune, fame. they boch were pleſt: 
All who knew, envy'd; yet in envy me 4: 
Can _ fancy form more fin ee ee 
Fix d was the nuptial hour. Her Ha. cly « dome 
Roſe on the founding beach. The gittering ſpires 
Float in the wave, and bree! againſt he ſhore : 
So break thoſe glitt'ring ſhacows, human gays 
The faithleſs morning tmil'd: he takes is leave, 
To re- embrace, in ec?alies, at eve. 
The riſing ſtorm forbids. The news arrives: 
3 ſhe ſaw it in her ſervant's eye. 
She felt it ſeen (her heart was apt to feel); 
And, drown'd, without the furious ocean's aid, 
In ſuffocating ſorrows.” {ſhares his tomb. 
'Now, round the ſumptuous, bridal monument, 
The gnity billows Oy. roar 3 
And the rough ſailor paſſing, drops 2 tear. 
A tear Can tears ſuffice — gut not for me. 
Now. vain our efforts | and aur arts, how vain ! 
he diſtant train of thought 1 took, to ſhun, 
/ Jas thrown me on my fate. Tele died together; 
| Happy in ruin! undivore d by death! 
Or ne'er 5 meet, er ne'er to part, is peace 
NARCISSA Pity bleeds at thought of thee. 
Yet thou waſt on!“ y near me; not myſelf. 
- Survive myſelf? That cures all other woe: 
| NARCI534 
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NaRCISsA lives; PHILANDER is forgot, 

O th ſort commerce ! O the tender tyes, 

Cloſc-wwitteſt with the fibres of the heart! 

Which, broken, break them; and drain off the ſoul 
Of human joy; and makes it pain to hve— 

And is it then to live? When luch friends part, 

*Tis. the .lurvizor dies—Aſy heart, no more. 
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NIGHT THE SIXTH. 


INFIDEL RECLAIMED: 
IN TWO PARTS; 


CONTA INING 
TRE NATURE, PROOF, AND IMPORTANCE, or 
IMMORTALITY. 
PART THE FIRST, 
WHERE, AMONG OTHER THINGS,” 


GLORY AND RICHES 


ARE FAGTEDESALY CONSIDERTD: , 


To Tae Ricks 1 


HENRY PELHAM, 
FIRST LORD COMMISSIONER OF THE TREASURY, AND 
CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER., 


N d . 


LI, ages haue been deeper in diſpute about religion, 
tban this, The diſpute about region, and the 
Practice of it, ſeldom go togetber, The ſhorter, there- 
fore, the diſpute, the better. I think it may he reduced 
10 this fingie queſtion, Is man immortal, or is he not? 
Af be is not, ail our diſputes are mere amuſements, or 
trials of ſkill, In this caſe, truth, reaſon, religion, 
which grve our diſcourſes ſuch pymp and ſolemnity, are 
Cas will be ſhewn ) mere empty ſounds, withcut an mean- 
ang in tbem. But if man is immortal, it will behove 
him to be very ſerious about eternal conſequences ; cr, in 
ether words, to be truly religious. And this great fun- 
damental truth, uneſiabliſhed, or unawaken'd in the 
minds cf men, is, I concetve, the real ſource and ſup- 
| fort of all cur infidelity ;. bow remote ſoever the particu- 
tar objections advanced may ſeem to be from it. 5 
Senſible appearances affect moft men much more than 
abſftract reaſonings; and we daily fee bodies dreh around. 
ur, but the ſoul is inviſible. Ihe power which inclina- 
tion has over the judgment, is greater than can be well, 
cmcetved by theſe tbat have not bad ar experience of it; 
and of what numbers is it the ſad intereſt, that ſouls 
ſhould not furvive! The heathen «world confeſſed, that. 
they rather hed, than. firmly believed immortality - 
And how many heathens have ve ſtill amongſt us ! © be 
ſacred page aſſures us, that lis and immortality ic 
brought to light by the Goſpel : but by bow many is the 
Goſpel rejected, or overlocked ! From theſe e 
5 an 
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ond from my being, accidentally, privy to the ſentiments 
of ſome particular perſcns, IJ have been long pe, ſuudeti 


ithas moſt, if not all, cur infidels (whatever name they 
take, and whatever ſcheme, for. argument's ſake, and to 
keep :hemſelves in countenance, they patronize ), are ſuſ- 
Ported in their deplorable error, by fume deubt cf their 
immortality, at the bottom. And Jam ſatisſied, that men, 
once tbrcugbiy convinced of their immortaitty, are net 


far from being Cbriſtians. For it is hard 10 conceive, 
that a man fuliy conſcious, eternal pain or bappir.efs will 
certainly be bis lot, jboutd not earneſiiy, and impartially, 


inquire after the ſure/# means of eſcaping ene, and ſecur- 


ing the other. And of fuch an earneſs and impartial 


inquiry. I well know the conſequence. 8 

Here, theref.re, in proof of this moſt fundamental 
truth, ſome piain arguments are offered ; arguments do- 
rived from principles, which Infidels admit in common 
with Belicvers ;. arguments, which appear to me alto- 
_ gether irre;jable ; aud ſuch az, I am jatisfied, will ave 
great weigert with all, who give themſelves the ſmall trouble 
of lacking ſericuſly into their own boſems, and of ob ſeru- 
ing, with any tolerable degree cf aitention, «bat gaily 
paſſes round about them in the world. If ſome arguments 
ſhall bere cccur, which cthers have decined, they are 
ſubmitted, with all deference, to better judgments in this, 


F all points, the moſt important. For, as to the Being of 


a Ged, that is no longer difputed ;- but it is undiſputed 


for this reaſon only, viz. Becauſe, where the leaſi pretence 


to reaſon is admitted, it muſt for ever be indiſputable. 
And of conſequence no man can be betrayed into a diſ- 
Pute of that nature by vanity, which has a principal 
Bare in animating our madern combatants againft other 
_ erticles of our Belief. 225 | 
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HE * (for I know not yet her name in heav'n) 
Not early, like NARCISsA, left the ſcene; 


Nor ſudden, like PfILAN DER. What avails? 
This ſeeming mitigation but inflames; 
Tt.is fancy'd med'cine heightens the diſeaſe. 


The longer known, the cloſer ſtill ſne grew: 
And gradual parting is a gradual death. 


Tis the grim rant's engine, which £xtorts, 
By tardy preflure's fl increaſing weight, 
From hardet hearts, confcfiion of "diftrets. 


O the long, dark approach through years of pain, 


Death's gal ry! (might I dare to call it fo) 


WI th diſmal doubt, = and ſable terror, hung; 


>: Sick hepe's pale lamp its only mh ring ray: 
Thiere, ſate my melancholy walk ordain ds: 
Forbid ſelblove irſeif to flatter, there. 

How et Lg 42 C 0 Pro Phet call Y ! ad! 


Hoe 617 aw her dead, whie yet. in ſmiles.! 


In miles the ſank. ber grief to leſſen mine. 


dne ipoke me comfort, and increas'd my pain. 


Like powerful armics treuciing at a town, 


By flo one and lent, but reſiſtleſs fap, | 
In tis pale pregrels gently gaining ground, 
Death urg 4 his deadly ſiege; in ſpite of art, 


* 3 — 
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Referring to Night the filth, 
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Of all the balmy bleſlings nature lends 
To ſuccour frail humanity. Ye ſtars! 
(Not now firit made familiar to my fight) 


He tore the pillow from bencatd my hcad, 
Ty'd down my - fore attention to the ſock, 

By vaſcleſs depredation on a 112 

 Dearer than that he loft me. Dreadful poſt 
Of obfervation ! Laker ev Ty hour: 

Leſs dread the day that drove me to the bak, 
And pointed at eternity below; 

When my fou] thucder'd at fururity 3 z 

Wen, on a moment's point, th' important dye 
Of life aud death ſpun doubtiul, ere it tell, 
And turn'd uplife; my title to more woe, 

But why more woe? More comforc let it be. 
Nothing is dead, but that which with'd to die; 
Nothing is dead, but wretchednels and pain: 
Nothing is dead, but what incumber'd, gail'd, 
Block'd up the pals, and barr'd from real bis; 
Where dwells that with moit ardent of the wile ? 
Too dark the ſun to fee ic; lagheſt ſtars 
Too low to reach it; death, great death 8 
O'er ſtars and ſun, triumphant, lands us there. 
Nor dreadful our traniition 3 though the niind, 
An artiſt at creating ſelf-alarms, 

Rich in expedicnts for inquietude, 

Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death's portrait true? Thetyrant never lat. 
Our fetch all random ſtrokes, conjecture all; 
Cloſc ſhats the grave, nor tells ond ſingle tale. 
Death, and his image riſing iu che brain, 
Bear faint: reſemblance ; never ace alike ; 

Fear ſhakes the pencil, fancy loves excels 
Dark i, Snorancc is Iaviſh of her iuades: 

AY cheſe the formidable picture uae 


And thou, © moon! bear witneſs; many a night 
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But grant the worſt; 'tis paſt; new proſpects riſe; 
And drop a veil eternal o'<r. her tomb. | 
Far other views our contemplation claim, 
Views that o'erpay the rigors of our liſc 
ka icws that ſuſpend our agonies in deat % 72-0 
Wrapt in the thought of immortality, 
Wrapt in the ſingle, the triumphant thought! 
Long l 5 night lapſe, age unperceiv'd come on; 


11 
And find the 8 8 ul unfated With her theme. 
Its 1 Gage pe. pros of, importance, fire my jong. 


O that my 1 Ln] emulat te my ſeul! 
Like 80 immortal, No !—the foul difdains 
A mark ſo mean; far nobler hope inflemes 3 
If endleſs ages can outweigh an hour, 
Let not the e laurel, Lut the palm, inſpire, 
Thy Nature, i immortality: ho knows; 
And yet who knows it not? F is but liſe 
In iro ger thread ef brighter colour ſpun, 
And ſpun derer er; dipt by cruel Fate 
In Sty gian dye, how black, how brittle an 
How ſhort our correipondence with the ſan ! 
And while it lat ts. inglorio 31 Our beſt Hecds, 
How want ung in cheir weignt! Our higlieſt; 7055 
Small cordials to jupport us in our pain, 


1 


And give us Hrength to ſufler. But how great 
= 


* 
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To mingle, int reſts , eonverie, amitics, 

* ith all the ſons af realon, ſcatter d 0 Toes 
Through habitable ſpace, where-ever U. Lon 
Howe'er endow'd ! Jo live free citiz 

Of univerlal nature! To lay hold | 

By more than feeble faith on the K e : 

To call heavin's rich unfathomable mine / 
(Mincs, which ſupport archangels in theis ſtate) 
Our own! To riſe in e as in bliſs, 
initiate in the ſecrets of the ſkies : 


9 


Eo rend creation; read its mig "My plan, 
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In the bare boſom of the Deity ! 

Tue plan, and execution, to collate! 

To 10 185 before each glance of piercing thought 
A cloud, all ſhadow, blown remote; and leave 
N > myitery—but tha at of Love Divine: 

Which lifts us on the ſcraph's flaming wing, 
From earth's acel lama, this field of blood; 

Of inward anguith, and of outward ill, 

From darkneſs, and from duſt, to ſuch : a ſcene ! 
Love's element !* true joy's Mlafirious home ! 


„5 


From earth's ſad contraſt (now deplor'd) 1 more fair 


What exquiſite viciſitude of fate! 
Bleſt abſolution of our blackeſt hour! 


Lonzxz0, theſe are thoughts that make man Man. 


The wile Ylumine, aggrandize the great, 
How great (while yet we tread the kindred elod, 
And ev'ry moment fear to fink beneath 
The clod we tread z ſoon trodden by our ſons) 
How great, in the wild whirl of time's purſuits, 
To ſiop, and paulc, involv'd in high prelage, 
Thro' the long viſto of a thouſand years, 
To ſtand contemplating our diſtant ſelves, 
As in a magnifying mirror ſeen, 
Enlarg'd, Ennobled, Elevate, Divine! 
To p- 'opheſy our own futurities z 
To gaze in thought on what all thought tranſcends) } 
To talk with fellow-candidates, of joys 
As far beyond conception as deſert, 
Ourſelves th' aſtoniſh'd talkers, and the tale! 

LORENZ o, ſwells thy boſom at the thought 
The {well becomes thee: ?'Tis an honeſt pride. 
Revere thyſelf ;—and yet thyſelf deſpiſe. 
His nature no man can o'er-rate 3 and none 
0 an under- rate his merit. Take good heed, 

or there be modeſt, where thou ſhould'ſt be Proud; 
bat almoſt univerſal errcr thun, 


How 
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. 
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tow juſt our pride, when we behold thoſe heights ! 
Not thoſe ambition paints in air, but thoſe 
Reaſon points out, and ardent virtue gains; 

And angels emulate z our pride how juſt; 
Wien mount we? When tlicle ſhackles caſt? When quit 
Tus cell ef the creation 2? This ſmall! neſt. 

Stuck n a corner of the univerſe, 

W:a,t ap in fleecy cloud, and tine-ſpun air? 

Fine- pun to ſenſe; but groſs and feculent 

To iouls celeſtial fouls ordain'd to breathe 

Ambroſial gales, and drink a purer ſxy 

Greatly triumphanc on time's farther ſhore, 

Where virtue reigns, enrich'd with full arrears 3 


While pomp imperial begs an alms of peace. 


In empire high, or in proud ſcience deep, 
Ye born of earth! on whet can you confer, 
With half the dignity, wich half the gain, 
The guſt, the glow of rational delight, 

As on this theme, which angels praiſe and ſhare ! 
Man's fates and favours are a theme in heaven. 

What wretched repetition cloys us here! 
What periodic potions for the ſick! 
Dittemper'd bodies! and diitemper'd minds: 
In an Eternity, what ſcenes ſhall firike : 
Adventures thicken ! novelacs ſurpriſe : 

What webs of wonder ſhall unravel, there : 
What full day pour on all the paths of heaven, 


And light th” Almighty's footſteps in the deep ? 


How {hall the bleſſed day of our diſcharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of tate, 
And ftraighten its.inextricable maze ? 
If inextinguiſhable thriſt in man 
To know: how rich, how full, our banquets there! 
There, not the moral world alone unfoids 


The world material, lately ſcen in ſhades, 


And, in thoſe haves, by fragments only teen, | 
1 And 


— 


* WW * * * — 
A A. . » Z * 
. 5 - * — — 
————— oe _— — —— — rn * 8 


— * =x 
——— IO as —— 


8 W 2 


== 


* 


116 TM E CGM EAI N F. 


Night 6. 
And ſeen thoſe fragments by the lab'ring eye, 
Unbroken, then, illuſtrious, 1 8 entire, 

Its ample ſphere, its univerial frame, 


In full dimenſions, ſwells to the ſurvey; 

And enters, at one glance, the ravith'd f ght, 
From ſome ſuperior point (where, who can tell! 
Suthce it, tis a point where gods reſide) _ 
How ſhall the ſtranger man's illumin'd eye, 

In the vaſt ocean of unbounded ſpace, 

Behold an infinite of floating worids _ 

Divide the chryſtal waves of ther pure, 

In endleſs voyage, without port? the leaſt 

Of theſe diſſeminated orbs, how great ! 

Great as they are, what numbers theſe ſurpaſs, 
Huge, as Leviathan, to that ſmall race, 

Thoſe twinkling multitudes o. little life, 

He ſwallows unperceiv'd! Stupendous Theſe : 
Yet what are theſe ſtupendous to the whole? 

As: particles, as atoms ill perceiv'd 3 

As circulating globules in our veins; 

So vaſt the plan. Fecundity Keine! 1 

Ezub'rant fource ! perhaps, I wrong thee ſtill. 

If admiration is a ſource of joy, 

What tranſport hence! Yet this the leaſt in heaven, 
What this to that illuſtrious robe he wears, 
Who toſt this maſs of wonders from his hand, 
A \ ſpecimen, an earneſt of his power? 

*T1s to that glory, whence all glory flows, 
As the mead's meaneſt flowFet to the ſun, 
Which gave it birth, But what, this ſun of heaven? 


This blils ſupreme of the ſupremely bleſt? 


Death, only death, the queſtion can reſolve. 
By death, cheap-bought th' ideas of our joy; 
The bare ideas q Solid happiness | 
So diſtant from its ſhadow chas'd bo Jo 

And chaſe we ſtill the Pha tom through the fre, 
| Oer 
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er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death? 
And toil we {till for ſublunary pay ? 
Defy the dangers of the field and flood, 
Or, ſpider-like, ſpin out our precious all, 
Our more than vitals ſpin (if no regard 
Jo great futurity) in curious webs 
Of {ſubtle thought, and exquiſite deſign; 
(Fine net-work of the brain!) to catch the fly? 
The momentary buz of vain renown! 
A name! a mortal immortality ! 
Or (meaner {till :) inſtead of graſping air, 
For ſordid Jucre plunge we in the mire ? 
Drudge, ſweet, through ev'ry ſhame, for ev'ry gain, 
For vile contaminating traſh ; throw up 
Our hope in heav'n our dignity with man ? 
And deify the dirt, mexur'd to gold? 
Ambition av'rice; the two demons theſe, 
Which goad through every flough our human herd, 
Hard-travell'd from the cradle to the grave. 
How low the wretches ſtoop! How ſteep they climb 
Theſe demons burn mankind 3 but molt poſſeſs 
Lorexzo's boſom, and turn out the ſkies. 

Is it in time to hide eternity! 
And why not in atom on the ſhore 
o cover ocean ? or a mote, the ſun ? 
Glory and wealth! have they this blinding pow'r ? 
What if to them I prove LORENZO blind! 
Would it ſurpriſe thee ? Be thou then ſurpriz'd; 
Thou neither know'ſt: Their nature learn from me. 

Mark well, as foreign as theſe jubiects ſeem, 
What cloſe connexion ties them to my theme, 
Firſt, what is true ambition? The purſuit 
Of glory, nothing leſs than man can ſhare. 
Were they as vain, as gaudy-minded man, 
As flatulent with fumes of ſelf-applautc, 
Their arts and conqueſts animals might boaſt, 


And 
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And claim their laurel crowns, as well as we; 
But not celeſtial. Here we ſtand alone; 
4s in our form, dit inet, pre-eminent. 
Uf prod in thought, our ſtature is our ſhame z 
And man ſhould bluſh, his forehead meets the ſkies, 
The vitible and preſent arc for brutes, 
A flender portion! and a narrow bound! 
Theſe reaſon with an energy divine, © 
O'erleaps; and claims the tuture and unſeen 5 
The vait unſcen ! the future fathomleſs ! 
Nhen the great ſou] buoys up to this high point, 
eaving groſs nature's ſediments below, 
Then, anda tlen alone Adam's offspring quits 
The ſage and hero of the fields and woods, 
aſſerts his rank, and rites into man. 
Chis is ambition; This is human fire. 
Can parts or place (two bold pretenders!) make 
LORENZO great, and pluck him from the throng ? 
Genius and art, ambition's boaſted wings, 
ur boaſt but ill deſerve. Afﬀeecble aid! 
'Jegahian engin'ry ! If theſe alone 
{it our flight, fame's flight is glory's fall. 
leart merit wanting, mount we ne'er ſo high, 
Dur height is but the gibbet of our name. 
A celebrated wretch, when I behold, _ 
When I behold a genius bright, and "baſe, a 
Of tow'ring talents, and terreſtrial aims 3 _ 
Mcthinks I ſee, as thrown from her high ſphere, 
The glorious fragments of a foul immortal], 
With rubbiſh miz'd, and glittering in the duſt, 
Struck at the ſplendid, melancholy fight, 
At once compaſſion ſoft, and envy, riſe— 
But wherefore envy ? Talents angel-bright, 
It wanting worth, are ſhining inſtruments 
In falſe ambition's hand, to finiſh faults 
Muitrious, and give infamy renown. 


Great 
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Great ill is an atchievement of greac pow'rs. 
Plain ſenſe but rarely leads us far aſtray. 
Reaſon the means, affections chuſe our end 
Mcans have to merit, if our end ami:5. 
If wronz our hear t5, our heads are right in vain 9 
What is a P:Lnam's head, to PRLHAu's heart ? 
Hearts are proprietors of all a applauſe. N 
Right ends, and means, make wiidom: Wordly-wiſe 4 
Is but half-witted, at its nigl 1e{t praiſe. 
Let genius then deſpair to make thee g great 3 : 
Nor flatter ſtation : What! is ſtation high? 
"Tis a proud mendicant; it boaſts, and begs 4 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng, 
And of the throng denies its charity. 
Monarchs and miniſters, are awful names; 
Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir. 
Religion, public order, both exact 
External homage, and a ſupple knce, 
To beings pompoully {et up, to lerve 
he meaneſt ſlave; all more is merit's due, 
Her ſacred and inviolable right; 
Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man. 
Our hearts ne'er bow but to ſuperior worth; 
Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 
Fools, indeed, drop the man in their account, | 
And vote the mantle into majeſty. — 9 
Let the ſmall ſavage boaſt his ſilver fur; : 
His royal robe unborrow d. and unbought, | 
His own, deſcending fiidly from his fires. 
Shall man be proud to wear his livery, 
And ſouls in ermin ſcorn a ſoul without? 
Can place or leſſen us, or aggrandize? 4 
Pygmies are pygmies ſtill, though perch'd on Alps; 4 
And pyramids are oyramids 3 in vales | 
Each man makes his own ſtature, builds himſelf: 
Virtue alone outbuilds the PY yramids : 
Her monuments thall laſt, when Eg 87 Pt's fall. 


Her 
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Of theſe ſure truths doit thou demand the cauie ? 
The cauſe is lodg'd in immortality, 
Hear, and ailent. Thy boſoin burns of pow'r; 0 
What ſtation charms thee 2 I'Il inilall ince there; 1 | 
"Tis then. And art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before waſt ſomethin; leis than mans 
Has thy new poſt betray'd thee into pride? | | : 
7 "hat treacherous pride betrays thy dignity; | . 
That pride defames humanity, and calls | 
The being mean, which itafts or ſtrings can raiſe. 
That pode like hooded hawks, in darkxneis ſoars, 
From Bliudneſs bold, ana tow'ring to the ſkies. 
is born of ignorance, which knows not man; ; 
An angel's ſecond 4 nor his ſeeond, long. 
A NERO quitting his imperial throne, 
And courting glor. - from the tinkling ſtring, 
But faintly bacows an immortal ſoul, 
With empire's ſel*, t Pride, or rapture, fir'd, 
If nobler motives mimiter to cure, 
Ev'n vanity forbids thee to be vain. 
tg! roch is elevated place: "Tis more; 
It makes the po:t ſtand candidate for chee; 
Makes wore tan monarchs, makes an honeſt man; 
Through no excaequer it commands, tis wealth; 
And though it wears no rivband, tis, renown 5 
Ncnown, that would not quit t! hoc, tliough diſgrac'd 
Nor Jeave the pendent on a maiter's lic, 
Ither ambition nature interdids; 
Nature proclaims it moli abſurd in man, 
By pointing at his origin, and end; 
Milk, anda twathe, at firſt, his w hole demand; 
His whole domain, at laſt, a turf, or ſtone; 
To whom, bary een, a world may 1ecm too imall, 
Souls truly great dart forward on the wing 
Of juſt ambition, to the grand reiult, 
The curtain's al; ; there, Tec the bv aſk Vd chief 
| | 805 Urſhod 
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Vnſhod behind this momentary ſcene; 
Reduc'd to his own ſtature, low or high, 
As vice, or virtue, ſinks him, or ſublimes; 
And laugh at this fantaſtic mummery, 
This antic prelude of groteſque events, 
Where dwarfs are often Ailted, and betray 
A littleneſs of ſou] by worlds o'er-run, 
And nations laid in blood. Dread ſacrifice 
To Chriſtian pride! which had with horror ſhoek'd 
The darkeſt pagans, offer'd to their gods. 
O thou moſt Chriſtian enemy to peace! 
Again in arms? Again provoking fate ? 
'That prince, and that alone, is truly great, 
Who draws the ſword relutant, -gladly ſheathes, 
On empire builds what empire far outweighs, 
And makes his throne a ſcaffold to the ſkies. 
Why this ſo rare? Becauſe forgot of all 
The day of death; that venerable day, 
Which fits as judge; that day, which ſhall pronounce 
On all our days, abſolve them, or condemn. 
LoRexzo, never ſhut thy thought again it; 
Be levees nc'er ſo full, aflord it room, 
And give it audience in the cahinet. 
That friend conſulted, flatteries apart, 
Will tell thee fair, if thou art great, or mean, 
To doat on aught may leave us, or be left. 
In that ambition? Then let flames deſcend, 
Point to the centre their inverted ſpires, _ 
And learn hu. miliation from a ſoul, 
Which boaſts her lineag: om celeſtial fire 
Yet theſe are they, the world pronounces wiſe 
The world, which cancels nature's right and wrong, 
And caſts new wiſdom: Ev'n the grave man leads 
His ſolemn face, to countenance the coin. 
W itdom for parts is madneſs for tie whole. 
This ſtamps the paradox, and gives us leage 8 


To call the wiſeſt weak, the richeſt poor, 
The molt ambitious, unambitious, mean; 
In triumph, mean; and abject on a throne, 
Nothing can make it leſs than mad in man 
To put forth all his ardour, all his art, 
And give his foul her full unbounded flight, 
But reaching him, who gave her wings to + CM 
When blind ambition quite miſtakes her road, 
And downward pores, for that which ſhines above, 
Subſtantial happineſs, and true renown z . 
Then like an idiot, gazing on the brook, 
We leap at ſtars, and faſten in the mud; 
At glory graſp, and ſink in infamy. = 
Ambition! pow'rful ſource of good and ill! 
Thy grength in map, like length of wing in birds 
When diſengag d from earth, with greater caſe 
And ſwitter flight tranſports us to the ſkies? 
By teys entangled, or in guilt bemir'd ; | 
It turns a curſe ; it is our chain, and ſcourge, 
In this dark dungeon, where confin'd we lie, 
Cloſe-grated by the ſordid bars of ſenſe: 
All proſpect of eternity ſhut out; 
And, but for execution, ne'er ſet free. 

With error in ambition juſtly charg'd, 
Find we Lorzxzo wiſer in his wealth? 
What if they rental I reform? and draw | 
An inventory new to ſet thee right? 


Where, thy truth treaſure? Cold ſays, Not in me: 


And, Not in me, the di' mond. Gold is poor; 
India's inſolvent : Seek it in thyſelf 
Seck in thy naked ſelf, and find it there; 

In being fo deſcended, form'a, endow'd 
Sky-born, ſky-guided, {ky-returning race! 

Erect, immortal, rational, divine! | 

In ſenſes, which inherit earth, and heav'ns; 
Enjoy the various riches nature yields; 
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Far nobler! give the riches they enjoy; 
Give taſte to fruits; and harmony to groves 
Their radiant beams to gold, and gold's bright firs 3 
Take in, at once, the landſcape of the world, 
At a ſmall inlet, which a grain might cloſe, i4 
And half create the won'drous world they ſec. 
Our ſenſes as our reaſon, are divine. 
But for the magic organ's powerful charm, 1 17 
Earth were a rude, uncolour'd chaos, fill, 
Object; are but th' occaſion; ours th' exploit; 
Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint 
Which nature's admirable picture draws z 
And beautifies creation's ample dome. 
Like Milton's Eve, when gazing on the lake, 
Man makes the matchleſs 3 image, man admires. 
Say then, thall man, his thoughts all ſent abroad, 
Superior wonders in himſelf forgot, 
His admiration waſte on ob;ets round, 
When Heav'n make bim the foul of all he ſees? 
Abſurd ! not rare ! fo great, ſo mean, is man. 

What wealth in ſenſcs ſc: as theſe ! Waat wealth 
In fancy, fir'd to form a fairer ſcene SD 
Than ſenſe ſurveys | ny mem 'ry*s firm r: *2or, 


Which, ſhould it peri, com This -vornd rec 411 
From the dark ſnado vs o 925 ne ing wears! 
In colours freſh, original.y gat, 

Preſerve its port: ait, and report Ap Tot | 
What wealth in int<lect, tha: 0 reien pow. 


Which ſenſe and iancy, Crs to re ba 


Interrogates, approves, or repre! cs 


And from the maſs thoſe underi:n;: Hot, 
From their materials fitted, and 2 85 ; 
And in truth's balance 9% 668 weird, | 
Forms art and ſcience, goverment, 5 342 2 


The ſolid baſis, and the beauteouꝰ- 
The vitals, and the grace of civil 1) 
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And manners (ſad exception!) ſet aſide, 
Strikes out, with maſter hand, a copy fair 
Of His idea, whoſe indulgent thought 
Long, long, ere chaos teem'd, plann'd human bliſs. 
What wealth in ſouls that ſoar, dive, range aroundy 
Difdaining limit, or from place, or time; 
And hear at once, in thought extenſive, hear : 
Th' Almighty Fi iat, and the trumpet's ſound? 
Bold, on creation's outſide walk, and vids 
What was, and is, and more chan eber ſhall be 5 
Commanding, with omnipotence of ought, 
CreRtion's new in fancy's field to rite 
Souls, that can graſp whate'er th Almighty made, 
And wander wild thro” things unpoſſible ! 
What wealth, in faculties of endleſs growth, 
In quenchlefs paſſ ons violent to crave, 
In B :berty to chuſe, in pow'r to reach, 
And in duration (how thy riches tile 5 
Duration to perpetuate — b :ndleſs bliſs! 
Afk you, what pow'r reſides in feeble man 
dat bizts to gain? Is virtue's, then, unknown; 
VMrtue, our preſent peace, our future prize. 
Man's unprecarious, I natural eſtate, | 
mprovezble at will, in virtue lies; 
Its tenure ſure; its income is divine. 
ligh-built abundance, heap on heap! for okar! 7 
To breed new wants, and beggar us the more 
Then, n iake a richer ſcramble for the throng 2? 
Soon ck feeble pulſe, which leaps ſo long 
Almoit by miracle, is tir'd with play 
Jike rubbiſh from difploding engines thrown, 
Our magarines of hoarded trifles fly, 
Hy diverſe! fly to foreigners, to foes 
New maſters court, and call the former fool 
{How juſtly ) for dependance on their ſtay. 
Wide ſeatter, Fra, our 8 then „ our duft 
Det 
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Doſt court abundance for the ſake of peace 

Learn, and lament thy ſelf. defeated ſcheme; 
Riches enable to be richer ſtill; 

And richer ſlill, what mortal can reſiſt? 

Thus wealth (a cruel taſk-mafter !) enjoins 

Ne toils, ſucceeding toils, and endleſs train! 
And murders peace, which taught it firſt to ſhine, 


Tue poor are half as wretcl:<d as the rich; 


Whoſe proud and painful privilege it is, 
At once, to bear a double load of woe; 
Io feel the firings of envy, and of want, 
Outrageous want ? both Indies cannot cure. 
A competence 3s vital to content, 
Much wealth is corpulence, if not diſeaſe z 
Sick, or incumber'd, is our happineſs, 
A competence is all we can enjoy. 
O be content where heav'n can give no more 
More, like a flaſh of water from a lock, 
uickens our ſpirits movement for an hour; 
But ſoon its force is ſpent, nor riſe our joys 
Above our native temper's common ſtream. 
Hence diſappointment Jurks in ev'ry prize. 
As bees, in flow'rs, and ſtings us with ſucceſs, 
The rich man, whn denies it proudly feigns; 
Nor knows the wiſe are privy to the lye. 
Much learning ſhews how little mortals know 
Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy; 
At beſt, it babies us with endleſs toys, 
And keeps no children till we drop to duſt, 
As monkeys, at a mirror ſtand amaz'd, 
They fail to find what they fo E ſee; 
Thus men, in ſhinning riches, ſee the face 
Of happineſs, nor know it is a ſhade; | 
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again, 
And with, and wonder it is abſent ſtill. 


How 
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How few can reicue opulence from- want ! 

Who lives to nature, rarely can be poor: 

Who lives to fancy, never can be rich. 

Poor is the man in debt; the man of gold, 

In debt to fortune trembles at her pow'r. | 

The man of reaſon, {miles at her and death. 

O what a patrimony this! A being 

Of ſuch inherent ſtrength and majeſty, 

Not w-.1ds poſſeit can raiſe it; worlds deſtroy'd, 
Can't injure z which holds on its glorious courſe, 
When thine, O Nature! ends; too bleſt to mourn 
Creation's obſequies. What treaſure this! 

The Monarch is a beggar to the Man. 

Immortal! Ages palt, yet nothing gone! 
Morn without eve! a race without a goal! 
Unſhorten'd by progreſſion infinite! 

Futurity for ever future! Life 

Beginning ſtill where computation ends! 4 

?Tis the deſcription of a Deity ! 

Tis the deſcription of the mcaneſt ſlave: 

The meaneſt {lave dares then Lorenzo ſcorn ? 

The meaneſt ſlave thy ſov'reign glory ſhares. 

Proud youth ! faſtidious of the lower world? 
Man's lawful pride includes humility z 

| Stoops to the loweſt ; is too great to find 

Inferiors; all immortal! brothers all! | 
Proprietors eternal of thy love. | 

IMMORTAL ! What can ſtrike the ſenſe 0 ws Er 
As this the ſoul? It thunders to the thought; 
Reaſon amazes: gratitude o'erwhelms : 

No more we {lumber on the brink of fate; 
Rouſ'd at the ſound, th' exulting ſoul aſcends, ; 
And breathes her native air; an air that feeds, 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal hires 

uick kindles all that is divine within us; 

Nor leaves one loit'ring thought beneath the ſtars. 


Has 
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Has not Lorenzo's boſom caught the flame? 
Immortal! Were but one immortal, how 
Would others envy ! How would thrones adore ! 
Becauſe 'tis common, is the bleſſing loſt? _ 
How this ties up the bounteous hand of heav'n! 
O vain, vain, vain, all elſe! Eternity! 

A glorieus, and a needful refuge, that, 

From vile impriſonment, in abject views, 

*Tis immortality, 'tis that alone, 

Amid life's pains, abaſement, emptineſs, 

The ſoul can comfort, elevate, a. fill. 

That only, and that amply, this performs; 
Lifts us above life's pains, her joys above; 
Their terror thoſe, and theſe their luſtre loſe ; 
Eternity depending covers all; 

Eternity depending all atchieves 3 
Sets earth at diſtance; caſts her into ſhades 
Blends her diſtinctions; abrogates her pow'rs ; 


The low, the lofty, joyous, and ſevere, 


Fortune's dread frowns, ard faſcinating ſmiles, 

Make one promiſcuous and neglected heap, 

The man beneath; if I may call tim man, 

_ Whom immortality's full force inſpires. 

Nothing terreſtrial touches his high thought; 

Sun ſhine unſeen, and thunders roll unheard 

By minds quite conſcious of their high deſcent, 

Their preſent province, and their future prize; 

Divinely darting upward ev'ry with, 

Warm on the wing, in glorious abſence loſt! 
Doubt you this truth? Why labours your belief? 


Tf earth's whole orb by ſome dne diſtanc'd eye 


Were ſeen at once, her tow'ring Alps would ſink, 

And leveil'd Atlas leave an even ſphere. 

Thus earth, and all that earthly minds admire, 

18 ſwallow'd in Eternity's yatt round. * 
0 
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To that ſtupendous view, when ſouls awake, 
So large of late, ſo mountainous to man, 
Time's toys ſubſide; and equal all below. 

Enthuſiaſtic, this ? Then all are weak, 

But rank enthuſiaſts. To this godlike height 
Some ſouls have ſoar'd; or martyrs ne'er had bled. 
And all may do, what has by man been done, 
Who, beaten by theſ: f ublunary ſtorms, 

Boundleſs interminable joys can weigh, 

Unraptur 'd, unexalted, uninflam'd ? 

What ſlave unbleſs d, who from to-morrow's dawn 
Expedts an empire? ne forgets his chain, 
And, thron'd in thought, his abſent ſceptre waves. 

And what a ſceptre waits us! what a throne! 

Her own immenſe appointments to compute, 
Or comprehend her high prerogatives, 

In this her dark minority, how toils, 

How vainly paints, the human foul divine! 

Too great the bounty ſeems for earthly joy; 

"nat heart but trembles at ſo ſtrange a bliſs ? 

In ſpite of all the truths the muſe has fung, 
Truths touching! ! marvellous ! and full of heaven! 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough! enough revolv'd! 
Are there who wrap the world fo cioſe about them 
They fee no farther than the clouds; and dance 
On heedleſs vanity's fantaſtic toe, > 

Till, ſtumbling at a ſtraw, in their carcer, 
Headlong they plunged, where end both dance and ſong? 
Are there, Lonexzo2? Is it poſlible ? 

Are there on carth (let me not call them men) 

Who lodge a ſoul immortal in their breaſts 3 

| Unconſcious as the mountain of its ore; 

Or rock, of its ineitimable gem? 

When rocks ſhall melt, and mountains 3 thele 

Shall know their treaſure 3 tree dure, then, no More. 
| Are 


? 
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Are there (ſtiil more amazing) who reſiſt 
The riſing thou; ght? Who ſmother, in its birth, 
The glorious truth? Who ſtruggle to be brutes? 
Who thro! this boſom-barrier burſt their way? 
And, with reverit ambition, ſtrive to ſin”, ? 
W ks labour downwards thro' th' oppoſing pov rs 
Of inſtinet, reaſon, and the world againſt them, 
To diſmal hopes, and ſhelter in the thock 
Of endleſs night z night darker than the grave? 
Who fight the pr oofs of immortaiity'? 
With horr id zeal, and ezecrable arts, 
Work all their engines, level their black fires, 
To blot from man this attribute divine, 
(Than vital blood far dearer to the u WE 
Blaſphemers, and rank atheiits to themſelve 
To contradict them, ſez 15 nature riſe! 
What object, what event, tlie moon beneath, 
But argues, or endears, z an aten eee 
19 reaſon proves, or weds it to deſire? 
All things proclaim it neediul; ſome advance 
One precious ſtep beyond, and prove it ſure. 
A thouſand arguments ſwarm round my pen, 
From heav*n, and earth, and man. Indulge a few, 
By nature, as her common habit worit z 
S0 os elling Providence a truth to teach, | 
Which truth Para ail other truths were vain, 
THOU: whoſe all- providential Eye ſurveys, 
Whoſe Hand directs, whoſe Spirit fills and warms 
Creation, and holds empire e far beyond | 
Eternity's Inbabicant augut. 
Of two Eternities 7 mMazing Low 11 
Coop af, ere man's, cr angel's, had began; ; 
Aid! while I refeue from = 5 3 aſlault 
Thy glorigus Immortality in man: 
A theme ſor cer, and, for all, of weight, | 
R O 
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Of moment infinite ! but reliſh'd moſt 5 
By thoſe who love Thee moit, who moſt adore. 

Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth 
Of Thee the Great Immutable, to man 
Speaks wiſdol n; is his oracle ſupreme; 

And he who moſt conſults her, is moſt i 
Loxexzo, to this heav'nly Delphos haſte; 
And come back all-immortal; all divine: 
Look nature through, tis revolution all; 


All change; no death. Day follows nig ut; and night 


The dy1 ing day; ſtars riſe, and ſet, and nie! : 
Earth takes th' example. Sec, the Summer gay, 
With her green chaplet, and ambroſial tiowers, 
Droops into pallid Autumn : Winter grey, 
Horrid with froſt, and turbulent wit! ſtorm, 
Blows Autumn, and his golden fruits, away : 


Then melts into the Spring: Soft Spring, with breath 


Favonian, from warm chambers of the fouth, _ 
Recalls the firſt, All, to reflouriſh, fades; p 
As in a wheel, all fnks. to reaſcend. © 
Emblems of man, who paſſes, not expires. 

With this minute diſtinction, emblems juſt, 
Nature revolves, but man advances z both 
Eternal, that a circle, this a line. 

'Fhat pravitates, this ſoars, Th' aſpiring ſoul, 
Ardcnt, aud tremulous, like flame, aſcends, 
Zcal and humility her wings to heav'n. 

The world of matter, with its various forms, 
All dies into new life, Life born from death 
Rolls the vaſt maſs, and ſhall for ever roll. 

No ſingle atom, once in being, Joſt, 

With change of counſel charges the Moſt Highs. 

What hence infers, LORENZO? Can it be ? 
Matter immortal? And ſhall Spirit dic? 

Above the nobler, ſhall leſs noble riſe ? 


_ Shall Man alone, tor whom all elle revives, 1 
NO 
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No reſurrection know ? Shall Man alone, 
Imperial Man ! be ſown in barren ground, 
Leſs previleg'd than grain, on which he feeds ? 
Is Man, in whom alone is pow'r to prize 
The bliſs of being, or with previous pain 
Deplore its period, by the ſpleen of fate, 
Severely doom'd death's ſingle unredeem'd? 

If nature's revolution ſpeaks aloud, 
In her gradation, hear her louder ſtill. 
Look nature thro', tis near gradation all. 
By what minute degrees her ſcale aſcends ! 

Each middle nature join'd at each extreme, 
To that above it join'd, to that beneath. 
Parts, into parts reciprocally ſhot, 
Abhor drvorce : What Jove of union reigns ! 
Here, dormant matter waits a call to life; 
Half. life, hali-death, join there; here, liſe and ſenſe ; 
There, ſenſe from reaſon Heals a glimm'ring ray; 
Reaſon ſhines out in man. But how preſerv'd- 
The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 
Of incorporeal life ? thoſe realms of bliſs, 
Where death hath no dominion ? Grant a make 
Half-mortal, half- immortal; earthly, part, 
And part ethercal; grant the ſoul of man 

Eternal,z or in man the ſeries ends. 
Wide yawns the gap; connexion is no more; 
Check'd reaſon halts; her next ſtep wants ſupport 3 
*triving to climb, ſhe tumbles from J.: 27 ſcheme; 6 
A ſcheme, analogy pronounc'd ſo true; 
Analogy, man's tureſt guide below. 

Thus far, all nature calls on thy belief. 
And will Lorenzo, careleſs of the call, 
Falſe atteſtation on all nature charge 
Rather than violate his league with death! ? 
Renounce hit reaſon, rather than renounce 
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The duſt belov'd, and run the riique of heav'n ? 
() what indignity to deathleſs ſouls! 
What treaſon to the majeity of man? 
Of man immortal! Hear the lofty ſtyle : 
© If to deerecd, th Almighty Will be done. 
© Let earth di iilolve, von pond rous orbs deſcend, 
% And grind us into duſt, The foul is ſafe ; 
” The man emergesz mounts above the wreck, 
«As tow: Ong. flame from nature's fun'ral pyre; 
Ober devaſtation, as a gainer, ſmiles; 
“ His charter, his inviolable rights, 
© Well pleas' 4 to learn from thunder s 1mpotence, 
4 Death's pointleſs darts, and hell's defeated ftorms.” 
But theſe chimeras touch not thee, Lorzxzo ! 
The glories of the world, thy ſev'nfold ſhield. 
Other ambition than of crowns in wy | 
And ſuperlunary felicitics, 
Thy doſom warm. III cool it, fl cans - 
And 755 thoſe glories that inchant, ag gainſt thee, 
What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. 
If wile, the cauſe that wounds tt ee is thy cure. 
Come, my ambitious! let us mount together 
(To mount, LoxkxZO never can refuſe); 
And from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell, 
Lok down on earth. hat ſecſt thou? Wondrous 
Ter ſeſtrial wonders, that eclipſe the fłies. (things! 
What lengths of labour'd lands! what loaded ſeas! 
Loaded by man, or pleaſure, wealth, or war! 
Seas, winds, and planets, into ſcrvice brought, 
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends, 
Nor can th' eternal rocks his Will withſtand g 
Wha: levelPd mountains: and what lifted vales! 
Cer vales and mountains ſumptuous cities ſwell, 
And gild our landſcape with their glitt'ring ſpires. 
Some mid the wand' ring waves majeſtie riſe; 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their char ms. 


Far 
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Far greater ſtill! (what cannot mortal might?) 

_ See, wide dominions ravith'd from the deep 

The narrow'd deep with indignation foams. 

Or ſouthward turn; to delicate and geand, 

The finer arts there ripen in the ſun. 

How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 

Alcend thc ſkies! the proud triumphal arch 

Shews us half heav'n beneath its ample bend. 
High thro' mid air, here, ſtreams are taught to flows 
Whole rivers, there, laid by in baſons, ileep. 

Here, plains turn oceans; there vait oceans join 
Thro' kingdoms, channel'd deep from ſhore to ſhore 


3 
3 


And chang'd creation takes its face from man. 


Beats thy brave breaſt for formidable ſcenes, 
Where fame and empire wait upon the ſword ! 
See fields in blood; hear naval thunders riſe 
BRrraxxiA's voice! that awes the world to peace. 
How yon enormous mole projecting breaks 

The mid-ſea, furious waves! Their roar amidſt, 
Out-ſpeaks the Deity, and ſays, O main! 
Thus far, nor farther 3 new reſtraints obey.” 
Earth's diſembowel'd! meaſur'd are the ſkies ! 
Stars are detected in their deep receſs! 

Creation widens ! vanquiſh'd nature yields! 
Her ſecrets are extorted ! art prevails : 

What monument of genius, ſpirit, power! 

And now, LORENZO! raptur'd at this ſcene, 
Whoſe glories render heav'n ſuperfluous: ſay, 
Whoſe footſteps theſe ?—lmmortals have been here. 
Could leſs than ſouls immortal this have done? 
Earth's cover'd o'er with proofs of fouls immortal; 
And proofs of immortality forgot. | 
To flatter thy grand foible, I confeſs, 

Theſe are ambition's works. And thele are great: 
But this, the leaſt immortal ſouls can do: 
Tranſcend them al. But what can theſe tranſcend ? 


Doſt 
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Poſt aſk me what?: One ſigh for the diſtreſt. 
What then for intidels? A deeper ſigh, 

Tis mortal grandeur makes the mighty man: 

How little they, who think aught great below 

All our ambitions death defeats, but one: | 

And that it crowns. Here ceaſe we: but, ere long 
More pow'rful proof ſhall take the field againſt thee, 
Stronger __ death, and ſmiling at the tomb. 


* NIGHT 


NIGHT THE SEVENTH. 
INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 
PART SECOND, 


CONTAINING 


THE NATURE, PROOF, AND IMPORTANCE, OF 


IMMORTALITY. 


LE 


P REF ACHE 


& We are at war with the power, it were well if 

we were at war with the manners of France. A 
land of levity is a land of guilt, A ſerious mind is the 
native ſoil of every virtue and the ſingle character that 
does true bonour to mankind. The'f1:'s immortality bas 
been the favourite theme with the ſcrivus of all ages. — 
Nor is it ſtrange; it is a ſubject by far the mot intereſt- 
ins and important, that can enter the mind of man. Of 
higheſt moment this ſubject always was, and akvays will 
de. Yet this its Ingheſt moment ſeems to admit of in- 


creaſe, at this day; a ſort of ccaſicnal importance is ſu- 
: | Po eradded 


PR EFT RA A E 
peradded to the natural weight of it; if that cinion 
ahi , is advanced inthe preface to the preceeding night, 
be juſt. It is there ſuppeſed, that all our inſideis what- 
ever ſcheme for arguments ſake, and to keep themſelves 
in countenance, they patronize, are beirayed into ther 
deplorable error, by ſome deubt af their immortality, at 
the bottom. And the more I conſider this point, the more 
I am perſuaded of the truth of that opinion. Though 
the diſtruſt of a futurity is a ſtrange error; yet it is an 
error in «which bad men may naturaliy be diſtreſſed. 
For it is impeſſible to bid defrance to final ruin, without 
ſome refuge in imagination, ſome preſumption of eſcape. 
Aud what preſumption is there? Lbere are but two in 
nature ; but tw, within the compaſs of human thought. 
And-theſe are, —That either God witl nct, or can not 
puniſh. Confidering the divine attributes, the firſt is too 
groſs to be digeſted by our ſtrongeſt wiſhes, And, fince 


omnipotence is as much a divine attribute as holineſs, that 


God cannct puniſh, is as abfurd a fuppsſition as the former. 
God certainly can puniſh, as long as the wicked man 
exits, In non-exiſteiice, therefore, is their only refuge ; 
and,conſequently, non exiſtence 15 their ſirongeſi wiſh, And 
firoig wiſhes bave a ſtrange influence on our unions 5 


they biajs the judgment in a manner, almoſt incredible. 
2 | | 


Aud ſince, on this member cf their alternative, there are 


ſome very ſmall appearances in their favcur, and none 


at all on the other, they caich at this reed, they lay bol 


on this chimera, to ſave themſelves from the ſhock, and 


Horror, of an immediate, and abſolute, deſpair. 

On reviewing my ſubject, by the light which this argu 
ment, and others of like tendency, threw upon it, Twas 
more inclined, than ever, to purſue it, as it appeared t9 
me to ſtrike directiy at the main ro of all cur infidelity, 
In the following pages, it is, accordingly purſued at 
large; and ſome arguments for immcrtality, new (at 
leaſt to me), are ventured on; in them. "There alſo the 


eter 


„ 
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a iter has made an attempt. 70 ſet the groſs abſurdities 
and borrors of unnibilation in a juller and more agecting 
©ieww, than is (Ithink) to be met «with elſewbere. 

Toe gentlemen, for aubeſe ſake this attempt was chiefly 
made, profeſs great adnuraticn for the wide of Heathen 

a:tiquity : what pity it is they are not ſmicere ! If they 
Wore ſincere, how would it mort: ty them to con tiger, WH) 
What contengy and abborrence their nations would have 

een received, by theſe whom they ſ much admires Wat 
degree of contemp tand abborrence would fail to tor 


hare, may be conjeStured by the foulowing matter of 


fact (in iny opinion 2) extremely memorable, Of all their 
Heathen worthies, Socrates (it is well known) was the 
hae gitarded, diſpaſſuonate, and compoſed ; yet this great 


maſter of temper was angry and angry at bis laft hour ; 


" and angry a ao his friend; and angry for « «bat deſerved 


acknowledgment ; angry, for a right and tender inſtance 
of true rien! ſhip t5wards bim. I not this ſurprijng ? 
FW hat could de the cauſes The cauſe was for bis honour 3 


was a truly noble, thought, perhaps, a to punttilious, 


regard jor unmortality : "for his friend aſking bim, awutls 


cb an ajfectionate concern as became da friend, pere 
he ſhcutd depy te bis remains? it was reſented by 
Socrates, as implying a diſbonouradle ſuppoſition, that 
be coul be ſ mean, as to bave regard for any e 


even in himſelf, that was not IMMORTAL» 


T his fact «ell conjidered, would make. our infidels 
withdraw their admration from Socrates ; or make them 
endeavour, by their imitation of this Uluſtricus example, 
to ſhare his gion * and, conſequently, it wonid incline 
them 15 peruſe the following pages with candour and 
impartiality : «vhich is all Ldefre ; ; and that, for their 


fakes: for T am perſuaded, that an unprejudiced infided 


mu., necejarily, receive ſome advantages imprejoens 
from them. 


8 THE 
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I EAVEN gives the needful, but neglected call. 
1 What day, what hour, but knocks at human 
hearts, 
To wake the ſoul to ſenſe of ſuture ſcenes ? | 
Death and, like Mercuries, in every way; 
And kindly point us to our Journey 5 end. 
Popr, who couldſt make immortals! art thou dead? 
I give thee joy, nor will I take my leave ; 
So Toon to follow. Man but dives in death z 
Dives from the ſun, in fairer day to riſem; 
The grave, his ſubterrancan road to bliſs. 
Yes, infinite indulgence plann'd it ſo; 
Through various parts our glorious tory runs; 
Time gives the preface, endleſs Age unrolls 
The volume (ne'er unroll'd!) of human fate. 
This, earth and ſkies * already have proclaim'd. 
The world's a prophecy of worlds to come; 

And who what Gop forctells (who [pears 85 things, 
Still Jouder than in words) ſhall dare 1 
If nature's arguments appear too weak, 

Turn a new leaf, and ſtronger read in man. 


If 
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If man fleeps on, untzught by what he ſees, 
Can he Prove inf *y to, what he feels? 
He, whoſe blind thought futurity Genics, 
Unconſcious, bears, BouLunoraoN! ke thee, 
His own indictment ; he condemns himſelf; 
Wyuo reads his boſom, reads immortal life; 
Or. Nature, there, , impoſing on ker ſons, 
Has written fables z man was made a lie. 

hy diſcontent for ever harbour'd there? 
Incurable conſi umption of our peace ! 
Reſolve me, way the cottager and king, 
He whom ſea-ſever'drealms obe ey, and he 
Who ſleals his whole dominion from the waſte, 
Repelling winter blaſts with mud and firaw, 
Diſquieted alike, draw ſigh for ſigh, 
In fate fo diſtant, in complaint 10 near? 

Is it, that things terreſtrial cant content? 
Deep 1 in rich paſture, will thy flocks complain? 
Not ſo; but to their maſter is deny'd 
To hare their ſweet ferent. Man, ill at caſe, 
In this, not his own place, this torcign field, 
Where nature fodders him with other food, 
Than was ordain'd his cravings to Lafficc, 

Poor in abundance, famiſh'd at a feaſt, 

Sighs on for ſomething more, when molt erioy'da 
Is heaven then kinder to thy flocks, than thee ? 
Not fo: thy paſture richer, but remote; 

In part t, remote; for that remoter part 

Man Lleats from inflinct, though, perhaps, debauch'd 
Dy: ſenſs, his reafon lleeys, nor dreanus the cauſe. 
The cauſe how obvious, whea his reaſon wakes ! 
His grief is but his grandeur in diſguiſe 3 

And diſcontent is immortality. | 

Shall ſons of ether, {hill the blood of heaven, 
Set up their a0 on earth, and llable deres 
With brutal acquic{conco in the mirs? 


82 Lok EN Zo 


740 THE GO nr KI r. Night 7. 

LORENZO! no! they mall be nobly pain'd: 

The glorious foreigners, diſtroſs'd wall ſig!h 

On thrones: z and thou congratulate the lizh. 

Man's milery declares him born for blits ; 

His anxious heart ailercs the truth I 1: ing, 

And gives the ſceptic in his head the lic. 
Our heads, our hearts, our paſſions, and our pow” rs. 

Speak the fame language; call us to the ſkies: 

Unripen' d theſe in this inclement clime, 

Scarce riſe above conjecture, and miſtake g . 

And for this land of trifles thoſe too ſtrong 

Tumultuous rife, and tempeſt human life. 

What prize on earth can pay us for the ſtorm? 

Meet objects for our paſſions heaven ordain'd, 

Objecis that challenge all their hre, and leave 

No fault, but in defect. Bleſs'd Heaven! avert 

Abounded; ardour for unbounded bliſs, 

O fer a bliſs unbounded ! far beneath 

A ſoul immortal, is a mortal joy. 

Nor are our pow rs to periſharunature; 

But, after feeble effort here, beneath 

A brighter ſun, and in a nobler ſoil, 

Tranſplanted from this ſublunary bed, 

Shall flouriſh fair, and put forth all their bloom: 
Reaſon progreſſive, Inſtinct is complete; 

Swift inſtinct leaps; flow Reaſon ſeebly climbs, 

Brutes ſoon their zenith reach: their little all 

Flows in at once; in ages they no more 

Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 

Were man to live co-eval with the ſun,” 

The patriareb-pupil would be learning full ; 

Yet, dying, leave his leſſon hali-unlearn'd. 

Men periſh ! in advance, as if the ſun 

Should {et &er noon, in eaſtern oceans drown'd 2 

If Ut, with dim, illuſtrious to compare, 

Tuc {an's meridian, with the {oul of mau. 


To 
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To man, why, ſtepdame Nature ! ſo ſevere? 
Why thrown aſide thy maſter picce halt-wrought, 
White mcaner efforts thy laſt Band enjoy? 

Or, if abortively poor man muſt die, 

Nor reach what reach he might, why dic in dr ead? 
Why cured with torel1ght : ? wile to mitery 2 
Why of his proud prerogative the prey ? 

Way lets pre-eminent in rank, than pain? 

Fis immortality alone can tell; 

Full ample fund to balance all Amit 

And turn the ſcale in favour of the juſt ! 

His immortality alone can ſolve 

That darkelt of oenigmas, human hope; 

Of all the darkeſt, if at death we dic, 

Hope, eager hope, tl aſſaſſin of our Joy, 

All pr cſent bleſlings treading under foot, 

Is ſcarce a milder tyrant than Deſpair. 

With no paſt toils content, ſtill planning new, 
Hope turns us o'er to death alone for calc, 
Poſſeſſion, why more taſteleſs than purſuit 2 
Why is a with far dearer than a crown? 

That with accompliſh'd, why the grave of bliſs 2 2 
Becauſe in the great future bury'd deep, 

Beyond our plans of empire and renown, 

Lies all that man with ardour fliould purfae 3 | 
And nz who made him, bent him to the rights 
Man's heart th' armcary to the future lets, 
By ſecret and inviolable ſprings; 
And makes his hope his ſublunary joy. 
Man's heart eats all things, and is hungry fill; 
% More, more!“ the glutton cries: for ſomething ne y 
So rages appetite, if man can't mount, 
He will deſcend, He ſtarves on the polleſ? d, 
Hence, the world's maſter, from Ambition's cok 
In Caprea plung'd, and div'd beneath the brute 
In that rank fy w. by wallow'd empice's {on 


Supreme 
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Supreme ? Becauſe he could no higher fly; 
His riot was ambition in deſpair. 
Old Rome conſulted birds; LORENZO! thou, 
With more ſucceſs, the fiig!: t of Hope ſurvey: 
Of reſtleſs Hope, for ever on the wing. | 
High- pereh'd o'er ev'ry thought that falcon ſits, 
To fly at all that riſes in her ſight ; 
And, never ſtooping, but to mount again 
Nezt moment, the betrays her aim's miſtake, 
And owns her quarry locg'd beyond the grave. 
There ſhould it fail us, (it mult fail us there, 
If being fails), more mournful riddles rife, 
And Virtue vies with Hope in myſtery. | © i 
Why Virtue? Where its praiſe, its being, fled ? | 
Virtue is true ſelſintereſt purſu'd : 
What true ſelf-intereſt of quite-mortal man ? 
To cloſe with all that makes him happy here, 
Ik vice (as ſometimes) i is our friend on earth, 
Then vice is virtue; 'tis our ſov'reign good. 
In err e is virtue's golden prize; 
No ſelF-applauſe attends it on thy ſcheme. 
Whence ſelkap Pauſe : From conſcience of the right. 
And what is right, but means of happineſs? 
No means of happineſs when virtue yields; 
That baſis falling, fails the building too, 
And lays in ruin every virtuous joy. 
The rigid guardian of a blameleſs heart, 
So long rever Fa, ſo long reputed wile, 
Is w cal; * With rink knight crrantrics o er- run. 
Why beats thy boſom with illuſtrious dreams 
Of fſel-exzpoſure, laudable, and great? 
Of gallant enter priſe, and glorious death? 
Die for thy f Thou romantic fool! 
Seize, ſeize the plank thyſelf, and let her fink : 
Thy country! what to thee ?--the Godhead, what? 
(1 Took with awe!) thor ich he ſhould bid thee bleed; 
IE, | 
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If, with thy blood, thy final hope is ſpilt, 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow, 
Be deaf? preſerve thy being; diſobey. 

Nor is it diſobedience. Know, LORENZO! 
Whate'er th' ALMICHTx's teen command, 
His firſt command is this :---+ Man, love thy ſelf.” 
In this alone, free agents are not free. 

Leitence is the baſis, bliſs the prize; 
If virtue coits eziſtence, tis a crime 3 
Bold violation of our Jaw ſupreme, 
Black ſuicide; though nations. which conſult 
Their gain at thy expence, reſound applauſe. 
Since virtue's recompence is doubtful here, 
| If man dies wholly, well may we demand, 
| Why is man ſutter'd to be good in vain ? 
Why to be good in vain is man injoin'd ? 
Why to be good in vain is man betra y'a? 
 Betray'd by traitors lodg'd in his own breaſt. 
By ſweet complacencies from virtue felt? 
Why whiſpers nature lies on virtue's part? 
Or if blind inſtinct (which aſſumes the name 
Of facred conſcience) plays the fool in man, 
Why reaton made accomplice in the cheat? 
Why are the wiſeſt loudett in her praiſe ? 
Can man by reaſon's bcam be led aitray ? 
Or, at his peril, imitate his God? 
Since virtue ſometimes ruins us on earth, 
Or both are true, or man {ſurvives the grave: 

Or man ſurvives the grave, or own, LORENZO, 

Thy boaſt ſupreme a wild abſurdity. 
Dauntleſs thy ſpirit z cowards are thy ſcorn. 
Grant man immor tal, and thy ſcorn is juſt. 
The man immortal! rationally brave, 
Dares ruſh on death, —becauſe he cannot dic. 
But if man loſes all, when life is loſt, 
He lives a eoward, or a fool cxpires. 


A daring 
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A daring infidel, (and ſuch there are, 
from prices example, lucre, rage, revenge, 
Or pure heroical defect of thought), 
Of all earth's madmen, moſt deſerves a chain. 
When to the grave we follow the renown'd 
For valor, virtue, ſcience, all we love, 
And all we praiſe; for worth, whoſe noontide beam, 
Enabling us to think in higher ſtile, 
Mends our ideas of ethereal powers; 
Dream we, that luſtre of the moral world 
Goes out in ſtench, and rottenneſs the cloſe? 
hy was he wiſe to know, and warm to praiſe, 
And {trenuous to tranſeribe, i in human lite, 
The mind ALMIcaTy 2 could it be, that fate, 
Jiſt when the lineaments began to ſhine, 
And dawn the Derry, ſhould ſnatch the draught, 
With night eternal blot it out, and give 
The ikies alarm, leſt angels too might die? 
If human ſouls, why not angelic” too 
Extinguiſy d? and a ſolitary Gad, 
Cer ghaſtly ruin, frowning from his throne 3 1 
Stall we, this moment, gaze on Gop in man z 
he next, loſe man for ever in the duſt? 
From duſt we diſengage, or man miſtakes ; 
And there, where leaſt his judgment fears a flaw. 
Wiſdom and worth how boldly he commends ! 
Wiſdom and worth are ſacred names; rever'd, 
Where not embrac'd; applauded ! deify'd.! 
Why not compaſſion d too? If ſpirits die, 
Both are calamities, inflicted both 
To make us but more wretched. Wiſdom's ey ©: 
Acute. for what? to ſpy more miſeries; 
And worth, fo recompens'd, new-points their ſtings. 
Or man furmounts the grave, or gain is loſs, 


And worth ezalted kumbles us the more. | 
| e Thou 


| 
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Thou wilt not patronizs a ſcheme that makes 
Weakneſs and vices the reiug? of mankind. 


& Has Virtue, then, no joys?” -es, joys dear 
Talk nc'er ſo long, in this imperfect tate, {bought 
Virtus and vice are ac eternal war. 

Virtus's a combat; and who tights for nought ? 
Or tor precarious, or for ſmall reward? 


| Who Virtue' f icl-reward fo loud relound, 


Would take degrees angelic here below; 
And. Virtue, While they compliment, betray, 


By feeble motives, and unfaithful guards. 


The crown, th' unfading crown, her foul ! inſpires: 
Tis that, and that alone, can countervail 


The body's treach'ries, and the world's aſſaults; 


On earth's poor pay our famiſh'd virtue dies. 

Truth inconteſtable! in ſpite of all 

A BaxLz has preach'd, or a V 2 believ'd, 
In man the more we dive, the more we foe 


Heaven's ſignet ſtamping in immortal make, 


Dive to the bottom of ns ol, the baſe 
Suſtaining all; what find we ? Knowledge, love. 


As light and heat eſſential to the ſun, 
| Theſe: to the foul, And why, if ſoul; expire 2 


How little lovely here! how little known : 
Small knowledge we dig up with endleſs toil $ 
And love unfeign'd may purchaſe periect te, 


Why ftoarv's on <urth, Our angel Appotites; 
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Were then capacities divine conferr'd, 
As a mock diadem, in favage ſport, 


Rank inſult, of our pos, ous poverty. 


Which reaps. but pain, from ſeeming, claims ſo la“! 
In future age lies no dns 2 and ſhuts 

Eternity the door on our complaint ? ? 

If fo, tor what ſtrange ends were mortals mad; 10 
Abe worſt to wa zow, and the belt to weep: 
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The man who merits moſt, muſt moſt complain. 
Jan we conceive a difregardin heaven, 
What the worſt perpetrate, or beſt endure ? 
This cannot be. To love, and know, in man 
1s. boundleſs appetite, and boundleſs pow'r ; 
And theſe demonſtrate boundleſs objects too. 
Objects, pow'rs, appetites, Heaven ſuits in all; 
Nor, nature through, e er violates this ſweet, 
Eternal concord, on her tuneful ſtring. 
Is man the ſole exception from her laws? 
Eternity ſtruck off from human hope, 
(I ipeak with trath, but veneration too) 
Man is a monſter, the reproach of heaven, 
A ſtain, a dark impenetrable cloud 
On nature's beautcous aſpect z and deforms, 
(Amazing blot 5 deforms her wich her Lord. 
If fuch is man's allotm:nt, what is heaven? 

Or own the foul Immortal. or blaſpheme. 
Or own the ſoul immortal, or invert 
All ordar. Go, -mock majeity ! go, man! 

And bow to thy ſuperiors of the ſtall; 
Through every ſcene of ſenſe Apr far. 
They graze the turf untill'd; they drink the ſtream 
Unbrew'd, and ever full, unembitter'd 
With doubts, fears, fr aitleſs hopes, regrets, deſpairs 3 ; 
Mankind's peculiar! reaſon's precious dower! 
No foreign elime they ranſack for their robes; 
Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar: 
Their good. is good entire, unmix d, unmarr'd; 
They find a paradiſe in ev'ry field, 
On bovghs forbidden where no curſes hang: 

Their ill, no more than ſtrikes the, ſenſe; unſtretch'd 
By previous dread, or murmur in the rear: 


Wehn the worſt comes, it, comes unfear'd ; one rake | 


Begins, ane ends, their woe: they die but ancs; 
Blets'd, mcommunicable privilege! for which 


Proud 


E r 


Gl 


Ambition, ta, 
Canſt thou ſuſpect that theſe, which make the ſoul 
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Proud man, who rules the globe, and reads the ſtars, 
Philoſopher, or hero, ſighs in vain. 
Account for this prerogative in brutes. 
No day, no glimpſe of day, to ſolve the knot, 


But what beams on it from eternity. 


O fole and ſweet ſolution ! that unites 

The difficult, and ſoftens the ſevere ; : 
The cloud on nature's beauteous face diſpels; 
Reſtores bright order; caſts the brute beaeath 3 


And reinthrones us in ſupremac 


Of joy, ev'n here. Admit immortal life, 


And virtue is knight-errantry no more; 


Each virtue brings in hand a golden dower, 
Far richer in reverſion: Hope exults; 
And though much bitter in our cup js thrown, 


Predominates, and gives the taſte of heaven. 
O wherefore is the Derry ſo kind? 


Aſtoniſhing beyond aſtoniſhment ! ES 
Heav'n our reward---for heav'n erjoy'd below. 


Still unſubdu'd thy ſtubborn heart ?---for there 


The traitor lurks, who doubts the truth I ſings: - 


Rcaſon is guiltleſs ; Will alone rebels. 
What, in that ſubborn heart, if T ſhould find 


New, ana witneſſes *painſt thee ? 


leaſure, and the Love of Gain! 


The ſlave cf carth, ſhould own her heir of heav'n? 
Canſt thou ſuipect what makes us diſbelieve 
Our immortality, ſhould prove it jure ? 

Firſt then, Ambition ſummon to tte bar, 
Ambition's thame, extravagance, dJiigult, 
An inextinguiſhable nature, cak. 
Each much depoſcs; hear them in their turn, 

Thy ſoul, how paiſionately fond of tame! 


How anxious that fond pathon to concen; 


We buſh, detected in deſigns on Pralle, 
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Though for beſt deeds, and from. the beſt of men: 
And why? fecauſe immortal. Art divine 

Has made the body tutor to the ſoul ; 

Heav'n kindly gives our blood a moral flow 
Bids it atcend the glowing cheek, and there 
Unrbraid that little heart's inglorious aim, 

"Which {toops to court a character from man; 

While o'er us, in tremendous judgments, lit 

Far mere than man, with endleſs praiſe, and blame. 
Ambition's boundleſs appetite outſpeaks 

The verdict ef its name. When ſouls take fire 
At high preſumptions of their own deſert, 

One age 3s poor applauſe; the mighty ſhout, 

The thunder by the living few. begun, | 

Late time muſt echo; worlds unborn reſound. 

We wiſh our names eternally to live : 

Wild dream! which ne'cr had haunted human thought,-. 
Had not our natures been eternal toos 
Inſtinct points out an iutrefſt in hereafter 3 
But our blind Reaſon ſees not where it les; : 
Or, ſ-eing, gives the ſubſtance for the ſhade. a 

Fame is the ſhade of immortality, 

And in itſelf a ſhadow. Soon as caught, 
Contemn'd it ſhrinks to nothing in the x graſp, 
Conſult th*. ambitious, *tis Ambition s CUTE. 

« Aras this all?“ cry'd Cesar at his height; 
Diſgaſted. This third proof Ambition brings 
Of im mortality. The firſt in fame, 

Opicree him near, your envy will abate; 
Sham'd at dne diſproportion vaſt, between 

e paſſion ard the purchaſe, he will ſigh - 

At ſuch fucceſs, and bluſh at his renown. 

And why? Becauſe far richer prize invites 
His heart; far more iluſtrious: glory calls; 

It ealls1n WI. pers, yet · tie deafeſi hear. 
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And can Ambition a fourth proof ſupply ? 
It can, and ftroncr than the former three; 
Vet quite o erloo d by wome reputed wiſe. 
TPhough diſappointments i in Ambition pain. 
And though ſucceſs e ; yet ſtill, LOREAz0 
In vain we ſtrive w pluck it. from our hearts ; 
By nature planted for the nobleſt ends. 
Abſurd the fam'd advice to Pyrrnvs giw'n, 
More prais d than ponder'd; ſpecious, but 1 5, 
Sooner that hero's ſword the world had quell d, 
Than reaſon his ambition. Man mut lar. 
An obſtinate activity within, _ 
An infuppreſſ ve faring will tols him up, 
In ſpite of fortune's load. Not kings alone, 
Each villager has his ambition too; 
No Sultan prouder than his tetter'd ſlave: 
75 Slaves build their little Baby lons of ſtraw, 
Echo the proud Aſſyrian, in their hearts, | 
And cry, Behold the wonders of my might! * 
And why? Becauſe immortal as their lord; 
And fouls immortal mult for ver heave 
At tomething great; the glitter, or the gold; 
The praiſe of mortals, or the praiſe of heav'n. 
Nor abfolutely vain is human praiſe, 
When human is ſupported by divine. 
PH introduce LORENZO to himſelf; 
Pleaſure and pride (bad maſters 1) ſhare our heartss 
As love of pleaſure is ordain'd to guard 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race; 
The love of prailc is planted to protect 
And propagate the glories of the mind. 
What is it but the love of praiſe inſpires, 
Matures, refines, embelliſliss, exalts, 
Earth's happineſs? From that, tlie delicate, 
The grand, the marvellous, of civil life. 
9 Want and Convenience, under-workers, lay 
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The baſis on which Love of Glory builds, 

Nor is thy life, O Virtue ! leſs in x debe 

To praiſe, thy fecret ttimulating friend. 

Were man not proud, what merit ſhould we miſs ? 
Pride made the virtues of the Pagan warld. 

Praife is the ſalt that ſeaſons Kight to man, 

And whets his appetite for moral good. 

Thirſt of applauſe is Virtuc's ſecond guard; 
Reafon, her firſt ; but Rea ſon wants an aid; : 
Our private Reaſon is a flatterer ; 5 
"Thirſt of applauſe calls public judgment ths. 

To poife our own, to keep an cven ſeale, 

And give endanger'd Virtue fairer play. 

Here a fifth Proof arites, ſtronger {ll : 

Why this ſo nice conſtruction of our hearts? 

_ Thcle delicate moralities of ſenſe; 

This conſtitutional reſerve of aid | 
To ſuccour Virtue, when our reaſon fails; The 
If Virtue, kept alive by care and toil, 
And oftthe mark of 1 injurics on earth, 

When labour'd to maturity, (its bill 

Of diſciplines and pains unpaid), muſt dic ? 
Why freighted rich, to daſh againſt a rock? 
Were man to periſh when molt fit to live, 

O how mil-ſpent were all theſe ſtratagems, 

By ſkill divine inwoven in our frame ? 

Where are heav'n's holineſs and mercy fled? 
Laughs heaven at onee at virtue and at man ? 

If not, why that di ſcourag'd, this deſtroy'd ? 

Thus far Ambition. What ſays Avarice? 

This her chief mazim, which has long been thine, 
„The wile and wealthy are the ſeme,”—l grant it- 
To ſtore up trealure, with incaſſant toil, 

This is man's province, this his higheſt praiſe. 
Ta this great end keen Inſtinct ſtings bim on. 
Jo guide that inſtinct, Kcaſon! is thy charge; 


z 
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"Tis thine to tell us where true treaſure lies 
Bat, Reaſon failing to diſcharge her truſt, 
Or do the deat diſcharging it in vain, 
A blunder follows; and blind Inuitry, 
GalPd by the ſpur, but itranger to the courſe, 
(The courſe where ſtakes of more than gold are won“ 
O'erloading, with the cares of diſtant age, | 
The jaded ſpirits of the preſent hour, 
Provides for an eternity. below. 

« "Thou thalt not covet,” is a wiſe command; 
But bounded to the wealth the ſun ſurveys: 
Look farther, the command ſtands quite revers'd, 
And Av'rice is a virtue moſt divine. 
Is faith a refuge for our happinels ? 
Moſt ſure : and is it not for reaſon too? 
Nothing this world unriddles. but the next. 
Wherice inextinguiſhable thirſt of gain? 
From inexſt tnguiſhable liſe in man: 
Man, if not meant, by worth, to reach the lic. 
Had wanted wing to fly ſo far in guilt. 
Sour grapes, I grant Ambition, Avarice. 
Yet ſtill their root is inmortality. 
Theſe its wild growtlis ſo bitter, and ſo baſe, 
(Pain and reproach ) Religion can reclaim. 
Refine, exait, throw - down their pois' Nous lee, 
And make them ſparkle 1 in the bowl of bliſs. 

See, the third witneſs laughs at bliſs remote, 
And falſely promiſes an Eden here; | 
Truth ſhe ſhall ſpeak for once, though prone to lie, 

A common cheat, and Pleaſure is her name. 

Jo Pleaſure never was LORENZO deaf; 
Then hear her now, now firſt thy real friend. 
Since Nature made us not more fond than proud 
Of happineſs, (whence hypocrites in joy 4 
Makers of mirth ! artificers of ſmiles), 
Why fhould the joy moſt poignant Seule affords 
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Burn with Huſhes, and rebuke our pride? 

Thoſe hœaven- born bluſhes tell us man deſcends, 

En in the zenith-.of , his earthly bliſs, 

Should Reaſon take her infidet repoſe, 

This honeſt inflinet{ocaks our lincage high; H 

This inſtinct calls on darkne!s to conceal 

Our rap curous relation ta the ſtalls. 

Our glory covers us with noble ſhame, | 

And he that's unconfoundeg, is ug:man'd. | TY 

The man that bluſhes, is not quite a brute, 

Thus far with thee, Lorexzo ! will- I cloſe, 

. Pleaſure is good, and · aan for pleaſure made; 

But pleaſure full of glory, as of joy; 

Pleaſure, Which neither blaſhes nor expires. . 
The witneſſes are heard; the cauſe is o'er; 

Let Conſcience fill the ſentence in her court, 

 Dearer than deeds that half a realm COnvey : wy 1 

Tis, ſcal'd by Truth, th' authentic record runs. | | 
. ©. Know, all; know: infidels,—unapt to know : l 

is immortality your nature ſolves; 

is immortality decyphers man, 

© And opens all the myſt'rics of dis make. 

Without it, half his Inſtincts are a riddle; 

Without it, alt his virtues are a dream. 

„His very erimes atteſt his dignity; 

His ſateleſs thirſt of pleaſure, gold, and fame, 

Declares him born for bleſſings infinite: 

© What leſs than infinite, makes unabſurd, 

© Paſſions, which all on-carth but more inflames ? 

« Fierce pathons, ſo miſmeaſur'd to this ſcene, 

Stretch d cut, like eagles' wings, beyond our ne, 

Far, far bevond the worth of all below, 

For earth too large, preſage à nobier flight, 

And evidence our title to the ſłies. [ 

Ye gentle theologues, of calmer kind! | 
W hole conſtitution dictates to vour pen, 
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Who, col your 101. e, think ardour comes irom nell. 
Think noc our pe hene from Corruption ſprung, 
Though to corruption now they lend their wings: 
That is their mutrels, not their mother. All 
(And quſtly) Rea! on deem divine: I fee, 
J icel a grandeur in the Pafions too, 
Wich ſpeaks their high delcent, and glorious end 3 
Wnicn peaks them rays of an eternal fire. 
: In paradiſe itſelf they burnt as {trons 
Fre Apa: fell: though wiſer in their eim. 
Like the proud Eaſtern, ſtruck by Providence. 
What though our Paſſions ars run mad, and ſtoop 
With low, terreſtrial appetite 2, do graze | 
On wrath; on toys, dethron'. 1 from b. gu deſire? 
Yet ſtill, ron their diſgrace, no f 1 5 ray 
Gr greatneis fine an: f teli: us whence tuch fell 2 
But thele, (like that f. fall'n m Er * 52 reclaim'd.) 
When reaſen moderates che rein arigb 5 
Shell reaſcend, remount their ſormer ff ſybere, 
Where once tna loar'd iluſftrioas; Dp ſeduc'd 
By wanton Eve's d hauch, to ſtroll on carch, 
And ſet the ſublunary werld on. fire, 
Bat grant their frenzy las; their frenzy fails 
To diſappoint one providential nd, 
For which kcaven biew up ardour in our hearts 
Where Reafon ſilent, boundleſs Paſſion {peaks 
A future ſcene of boundleſs objects 600, 
And br! ing; 75 jad tidings of eternal c day. 
Eternal day tis that EE ghtens all; 
And all, by that ciilighten d, proves it ſure. 
Conſider Kan as an immorta! being, 
| InteVigibts all; and all is great; 


A cryſtalline 0 : 1 Feralle, 
; And ſtrikes full lung through the hum an 1 ff era: 
Conſider m in ag mor al, all 35 fark; 
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The learu'd Logtxzo cries, And let her wer P> 
Weak, modern Reaſon : ancient times were wils. 
Authority, that veneravle guide, 
Stands on my part 3 the tam'd Athenian 3 | 
(And who for wiſdom ſo renown'd as they?) 
© Deny'd this immortality do man.“ . 
J grant it; but affirm, they prov'd it too. 
A r:dd this i—Have paticice, PI Abit 

What noble vanities, what moral! fig ats, 
Glitt'ring throug h their romantic wildoin's page, 
Make us, at oncg, delpiſe them, and adiure ? 
Fable 1s flat to theſe hig! ſca ſond ſues; ; 
The 34 leave ti Cxkra vag  1:1CT Or foffs below. 
© Fleh ſhall not feel; or. feeling, hail enjoy 
+ The dagger, or the rack; to thein alte 
© A bed ot roſes, or the Lai) ng bull.” 
In men N r all beyond the grave, 
Strange doctrine, "this? As doctrine it was ſtrange, 
But not as pr opheey ; for ſuck it prov'd 
And, to their own amazement, was fulfill'd. 
They feign'd a Afrnine!: s Chriitians necd not feign, 
The Chriſtian truly triumph'd in thié flame: 
The Stoic ſaw, in double wonder loſt; 
Wonder at them, ang wonder at hin elf 
To find the 5 d adventures of his thought 
Not bold, and that he jtrove to lie in vain. 
Whenee, the by thoſ: tougluts? thuio tow'ring choughte, 

that fle 
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Such monſtrous heights ?—From Inſtinct, and from 


Pride. : 
The glarious Inſtinct of a deathicfs foul, 
RD Gy conſcious of her diguity, 
Snggetca truths they could not underſtand. 
In 70 t's dominion, and in Paſſion's ſtorm, 
Trach's ſydem broken, ſcatter'd fragments lay, 
As light in chaos, glimm'ring trough he gloom; 
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Smit with the pomp ot lJoity lentiments, 
Pleas Pride procluim'd, w hat Reaſon dithelicv'd, 
Pride, like the De 170 wickets, with a ſwell, 
Rav'd, nonſenſe, deſtin'd to be future ns 
When life immortal, in full day ſhould ſhine 
And death's dark ſhadows fly the goſpel.ſun. 
8 ſpoke what noting but immortal foul; 
ould ſneak? and thus the truth they queſtion'd, prov'd 
. then ablurditics, as well as crimes, 
3 man immortal? All things Peak! him ſo. 
Much has been urg'd; and doſt thou call for more? 
Call; ; and with endlc fo queſtions be Uiltrels'd, 
All unretovalle, if earth is all. 
© Why life, a moment? infinite, deſire 
Our wiſh, eternity 3 our home, the ae 
Heaven's promile "= mant hes in human hope 
Who Willies Jiie immortal, n rove; it too. 
Why ha ppineſs purſu'd, though never found? 
Man's thirit ot happincts declares, It is, 
(For nature never Sravitatcs to nought); j 
That thirit un: uench' d declares, It is not ther 
My Lucia, thy CLartssa, call to thought; 
Why cordial”! ir1! GR BY tted fodeep, 
As ncarts to 10 ee at hr, at pat rting rend, 
If friend an 15 iendſhip vanith in an hour? 
Is not this bo ment in the maſk of joy? 
Vhy by reficetion marr'd the joys of ſenſe ? 
Why pait a and future preying on our hearts, 
And pug all our p Yelent joys 1 to death? 
Why la ours Reaton 2 Inſtinct were as well; 
Instinct, far better; what can chuſe, can err: 
O how * ble the thoughtloſs brite l 
"Twere well his holize{s were half as lure, 
Reaſon with inelination why at war? 
Why lente of gail? why confeiznc2 mp in arms?“ 
1 Conſelence 
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Conſcience of guilt, is prophecy of pain, 
And boſom-council to decline the blow. 
Reaſon with inclination ne'er had jarr'd, 
If nothing future paid forbearance here. 
Ihus on-—Theſe, and a thouſand pleas uncall'd, 
All promiſe, ſome enſure, a ſeeend ſcene; 
Which, were it doubtful, would be dearer far 
Than all things clie moſt certain: were it falſe, 
What truth on earth ſo precious as the lie? 
This world it gives us, Jet what will enſue 3 
Tunis world it gives, in that high cordial, hope e 
The future of the preſent is the ſoul: 
How this life greans, when ſever'd from the next? 
Poor, mutilated wretch, that diſbelieves ! 
By dark diſtruit his being cut in two, 
In both parts periſhes; life void of joy, 
Sad prelude of eternity in pain! 
(:ouldit thou perſuade me, the nezt life could fail 
= ardent withes 3 how ſhould I pour out 
My bleeding heart in anguiſh new, as deep ! 
Oh! with what thoughts, thy hope, and wy Ty 
Abherr'd ANNIRILZIT ION! blaſts the ſoul, 
And wile-extends the bounds of human woe! 
Could I believe Lozexzo's ſyſtem true, 
In this black channel would my ravings run. 
rief from the future borrow'd peace, cre-while, 
The future vanifh'd ! and the preſent pain'd! 
Strange import of unprecedented ill! 
Fall, how, profound like LuciFeR's, the fall! 
Incqual fate: bis fall. without Lis guilt! 
From where fond! + 10PC built her pavilion high, 
The pars among, hurÞd hcadlong, hurl'd at once 
To night! to nothing! darker ſtill than night. 
If twas 2 dream, why wake me, my worſt {oe, 
Lozexzo! boaſtful of the name of fricnd! 
O fer deluſion ! O for error {:4/] } 


„ BC 0 


VCC 


. Ceuld 


* 


„ ax » 


4 


Tun IxripeEL RECLAIMED. |» 157 


- Could vengeance itrike much ſtronger, than to plant 


A thinking being in a world like this, 

Not over-rich bctorc, now beggar'd quite; 

More curs'd than at che fall.— The ion goes out! 

The tharn ſhoots up What thorns in ev'ry thought! 

Why lenie of better? it imbitters worſe. 

Why tenſe? why life? if bur to ſigh, then ſink 

To what L was ? twice nothing. and much woe! 

\V oe, frem hcav'n's bounties ; woc, trom what was 

To fatter mol, high intellectual powr's. (wont 

© Thought, Virtue, Knowleuge : blellings, by thy 
ſcheme 

All poi fon'd into pains. Firſt, Knowledge, once 

My ſoul's ambition, now her greatett dread. 

To know thyſelf, true wildom? No, to ſhun 

That mocking 7 ferences, parent ot deipair! 

Avert thy mirror, if I lee, 1 die. 

* Know my Creator? Climb his bleſs'd abode 

By painful imeculation, pierce the veil, 

Dive into his nature, read lis attributes, 

And gaze on admiration—on a toe, 


 Obtr uding life, with-holding happineſs ! 


From the full rivers that ſurround his throne, 
Not letting fall one drop of joy on man; 


Man graſping for one drop, that he might ceaſe 


To curſe his birth, nor Envy epics more! 
Ye fable clouds! ye darkeſt ſhades of night! 


Hide him, for ever hide him, from my thought, 


Once all my comſort; ſource, and ſoul of Joy: 
Now Icagu'd with furies. and with thee, *, againſt 
INC 5 of : 
Thee, mankind's boaſted friend, and blackeſt foe, 
6 Know 


# LORENZO. 
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© Know his atchievements ? Study his renown ? 
Contemplate this amazing univeric, * 

Uropt from his hand, with miracles replete ! 

Lor what? "mid miracles of nobler name. 

To find one miracle of rc = | 

To find the being, which alone can know 

And praiſe his works, a blemiſh on his praiſe ? 
Through Nature's ample range, in thought, to ſtroll, 
And itart at man, the ſingle mourner there, 


Breathing high hope a chain 'd down to pangs, and 


death ! 
© Knowing is ſuff” ring; : and ſhall Virtuc ſhare 
The ſigh of Knowledge? Virtue ſhares the ſigh, 
By Uraining up the ſteep of excellent, 
By battles fought. and from temptation won, 
What gains ſhe? but the pang of ſeeing worth, 
Angelic wo orti, ſoon ſhuffled in the dark 
With every vice, and {wept to brutal duſt ? 
Merit is madneſs ; virtue is a crime; 
A crime to Reaſon, if it colts us pain 
Unpaid. What pain, amidſt a thouſand more. 
To think the moit abandon'd, after days 
Of triumph o'er their betters, find in death 
As foit a pillow, nor make ſouler clay! 
© Duty! Religion! « theſe, our duty done, 
Imply reward. Religion is miitake. 
Duty! l— There's 5 NONE but to repel the cheat. 
Ye cheats! away! ye daughters of my pride ! 
Wuo icign yourlelves the fav'rites of the ikies : 
Ye tow'ring hopes! abortive energies : 
That toſs and ſtruggle, in my lying breaſt, 
To ſcale the ſkies, and build preſumptions there, 
As I were heir of an eternity. 
Vain, vain ambitions! trouble me no more, 
Why travel far in queſt of ſure defeat ? ot, 
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As hounded as my being, be my with. 
All is inverted, wiſdom is a fool. 
Sente ! take tho reign; blind Paſſion drive us on; 
And. ignorance! befriend us on our way; | 


Ye new, but trueſt patrons of Our pcacc [ 


Ves; give the pulſe full empire; live the brute, 
Sines, as the brute we die. The ſum of man, 
Or godlike man! to revel, and to rot. 


But not on equal terms with other brutas: 

Their revels a more poignant reliſh yield, 

And lafer too; they never poiſons e 

Initin&, than Reaſon, makes more wholeſome meals, 
And ſends all-marring murmur far away 

For ſenſual life they bet Philoſop »hize 3; 

Theirs, that ſerene, the ſages fought 1 in vain 2 

"Tis man alone Expottulatcs with heaven; 


His all the pow'r, and all the cauſe to mouris 


Shall human eyes alone dillolve in tears? 


And bleed, in anguiſh, none but human hearts! 


The wide-Areten d realm of intellectual woe, 
Surpas ing ſenſual far, is all our own. 
In 15 ſo fatal y diftinguiſh'd d, why 
Caſt in ons lot, confoun ied, lump'd in death? 
Ere yet in being, was andi nd in guilt? 
Why thunder'd this peculiar clauſe ag inſt us, 
All-mortal and allkwretched Have the ſkies 
Reaſons of Nate, their ſubjects may not ſcan, 
Nor humbly reaſon, when they ſorcly ſigh? 
All-mortal and a-wretched tis too much z 
Uuparaliecl'd in nature; *tis too much * 
On being untequeſted at thy hands, 
ne r! for I ſee nought but power. 

And why lee that? why taought ? to toll, and eat, 

Then make our bed in TIRES ag ceds no thought. 
What ſuperiluities are reas'ning Toa 7 ; 
Oh! give eter nity! or though t deſtr o 
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Bat without thought our curie were half unfit ; 

Its Zlunced edge would ſparc the ttrobbing heart, 
And. therclore, tis beſtow'd. I thank thee, realen! 
For aicing life's too {mall calamitics, 

And giving being to the dread ol death. 

Such are thy bountics !— Was it then too much 
For me, to treſpaſs on the brutal rights? 

Too much for heaven to make one emmet more ? 


Too much for chaos to permit my maſs 


A longer ſtay with cil=nces ge, 
Unfaſhicn'd, untormented into man? 


Wretcned preferment to this round of pains |. 


Wretched capacity of frenzy, thought 1 - . 
Wretched capacity of dying, lite : 

Life, thought, worth, wiſdom, all (O foul revolt 9 
Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe. 
Death, then, has —_ its nature too: O ceath ; 
Come to my bo! an, f hou bett gift of heaven! 
Beſt friend of man! ſince man is man no more. 
Why in this thorny wilderneſs ſo lo ong, 

Since there's no pramis'd land's ambroſial bow” 185 
To pay me with its honey for my ſtings? 

If ncedful to the ſelfſh ſchemes cf heaven 

To ſting us fore, why meck'd our mitery ? 

Why this ſumptuous inſult o'er our heads? 

Why this illuſtrious canopy diſplay'd? 

Why fo magnificently lods? d Deſpair ? 

At Rated Perious, ſure-retiuning, roll 

Theſe glorious orbe, that mortals may compute | 
Their length of labaurg and of pains; nor loſe 
Their miſery's full meaſure ?—Smiles With flowers, 
And fruits, promiſcuous, ever-teeming Earth, 
That man may la nguiſl 3 in luxurious lens, 
And in an Eden mourn ls wither'd joys ? 
Claim earth and ſkies man's admiration, due 


For 
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| © For ſuch delights? Bleſs'd animals! too wiſe 
© To wonder; and too happy to complain ! 
© Our doom decreed demands a mournful ſcene; 
| © Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemn'd? 
© Why not the cragon's ſubterrancan den, 
5 © For man to how] in? why not his abode 
Of the ſame diſmal colour with his fate? 
| A Thebes a Babylon, at vaſt expencg 
Of time, toil, treaſure, art, for owls and adders, 
As congruous, as for man this lofty dome, 
Which prompts proud thought, and kindles high 
deſire; 
© If, from her humble chamber in the duſt, 
© While proud thought ſwells, and high deſire inſlo merz 
\ © 'The poor worm calls us for her Inmates there: 
And round us Death's inexorable hand 
45 Draws the dark curtain cloſe; undrawn no more. 
Undrawn no more ;—Bchind the cloud of Death, 
Once I beheld a ſun; a fun which. gilt 
That ſable cloud, and turn'd it all to gold: 
How the grave's alter'd ! fathomleſs, as hell! 
A real hell to thoſe who dream'd of heav'n. 
ANNIHILATION ! how it yawns before me! 
Next moment I may drop from thought from ſcnſc, 
The privilege of angels, and of worms, 
An autcaſt trom exiſtence! and this ſpirit, 
This all-prevading, this ail-conſcious ſoul, 
This particle of energy divine, | 
Which travels nature, flies from ſtar to ſtar 
And viſits gods, and 'emulates their pow” rs, 
For ever is extinguiſh'd, Horror! death! 
© Death of that death I fearleſs once ſurvey'd | 
© When horror univerſal ſhall deſcend, | 
And heaven's dark concave urn all an race, 
On that enormous, unrefunding tomb, 
© How juſt this verſe! this monumental ſigh * 
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Beneath the lumber of demoliſh'd worlds, 
Deep in the rubbiſh of the gen'ral wreck, 

Swept, 129 minions, to the common maſs 

Of matter never d lignify'd with lite, 


Here lie proud rationgls 3 the ſons of heav” ns 
The lords of carth 1 the property of worms ! 


Being of yetterday, nd no to-morrow 
Who liv'd in terr or, and in pangs expir'd! 
= gone to rot in Chaos; or to make 
err happy tranſit into looks, or brutes; 
Nor longer ſully their CMnaroR's name. 


LokExZzO! here 7 0 e; ponder, nd pronounco. 
Jutt 1 is this hiſtory? If ſach is man, 

Nankind's hiſtorian, though divine. wight weep. 
And Cares LORE x29 carry | knew thee proud; 
For once Jet pride befriend thee: Pride looks pale 
And ſuch a ſcene, and ſighs for ſomething more. 
Amid y boaſts, 'preſun nptions, and diſplays, 
And art thou then a ſhadow? Leſs than ſhade ! ? 
A nothing? Leſs than nothing? To have been, 
And not to be. is lower than anko \Is | 
Art thou ambitious ? why then make the worm 
'Fhine equal; Runs thy taſte of pleaſure high? 
Why patronize ſure death of ey? ry joy? 


Charm riches? why chuſe begg'ry in the grave, 


Of ev'ry hope a bankrupt! and for ever? 
Life's joy ſo rich, thou canſt not wiſh for more? 
Ambition, Pleaſurc, Avarice, perſuade thee 

To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth, 


They lately 8 'd, thy ſoul's ſupreme deſire, 


What 


In the ſixth Night, 
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What art thou made of? rather, how unmade ? 
Great Nature's ma ter-appetite deſtroy d 5 
Is endleſs life, and happineſs, deſpis'd? 

Or both with's d, here, where neither can be found ? 
Such man's perveric, eter nal war with heaven ! 
Dar'lt thou Perſut! ? And is there nought on earth, 
But a long train of tranſitory forms, 

Riſing, and breathing, millions in an hour? 
Bubbles of fantaſtic deity, blown up 

In part; and then in cruelty deſtroy'd ? 

Oh! for what crime, unmercitvul LORENZO! 
Dcftroys thy ſcheme the whole of human race? 
Kind is fell Lucirtr, compar'd to thee: 

Oh! ſpare this waſte of being half divine; 

And vindicate th veconomy of heaven, 

Heaven is all love; all joy in giving joy 
It never had created, but to bleſs: _ 

And ſhall it, then, trike off the liſt of liſe, 
A being bleſs'd, or worthy ſo to be? 
Heaven ſtarts at an annihilating Gop, 

Is that, all Nature {tarts at, thy defire : 

Art ſuch a clod to .with thyſelf all clay ? . 
What is that dreadiul, with ?The dying groan 
Ol Nature, mutder'd by the blackeſt guilt. 
What deadly poiſon has thy nature drank? 

To Nature undebauch'd no ſhock ſo great; 
Nature's firſt wiſh is endleſs happinels; 3 
Annihilation is an after- thought, 

A monlirous with, unborn till Virtue dies. 
And oh: what depth of horror lies inclos'd ! , 
For non-eziitence no man ever wiſh'd, 

But firit he will'd the Dir defroy'd. 

If ſo, what words are dark er gugui to draw 
Thy picture true? The darkeſt are too fair, 
Beneath what þ.alctul planet, in what hour 
Of deſperation, by what tury's aid, 

| k © | In 


164 | Tug COMPLAINT. Night 7. 
In what infernal poſture of the ſoul, ; 
All hell invited, and all hell in joy 
At ſuch a birth, a birth ſo near a kin, 
Did thy foul fancy whelp ſo black a ſcheme 
Of hopes abortive, faculties half-blown, 
And deities begun, reduc'd to duſt ? 
There's nought (thou ſay'ſt) but one eternal flu 
Of feeble eſſences, tumultuous driven e 
Thro' time's rough billows into Night's abyſs. 
Say, in chis rapid tide of human run, 
Is there no rock, on which man's toſling thought 
Can reſt from terror, dare his fate ſurvey, | 
And boldly think it ſomething to be born? 
Amid ſuch hourly wrecks of being fair, 
Is there no central, all-ſuſtaining baſe, 
All-realizing, all- connecting pow'r, 
Which, as it call'd forth all things, can recal, 
And force deſtruction to refund her ſpoil? 
Command the grave reſtore her taken prey ? 
Bid death's dark vail its human harveſt yield, 
And Earth, and Ocean, Pay their debt of man, 
True to the grand depolit truſted there? 
Is there no potentate, whoſe outſtretch'd arm, 
When rip'ning time calls forth th' appointed hour, 
Pluek'd from foul Devaſtation's famiſh'd maw, 
Bins preſent, paſt, and future, to his throne ? 
His throne how glorious, thus divinely grac'd, 
By germinating beings cluſt ring round! 
A garland worthy the divmity ! 
A thron e by heaven's omnipotence in ſmiles, 
Built (like a Pharos tow'ring in the waves) 
Amidſt immenſe effuſions of his love! 
An ocean of communicated blils ! 
An all-prolific, all-preſerving God! | 
This were a Gop indeed. — And ſuch is man, 
As here preſum'd: he riſes from his fall. | 
1 8 6 . Think 


— 
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Think'ſt thou omnipotence a naked root, 
Each bloſſom iair of DEI Tx deſtroy' d? 
Nothing is dead; nay, nothing ſleeps; each foul. 
Tnat ever animated human clay, | | 
Now wakes; is on the wing: and where, © where, 
Will the ſwarm ſettle; - When the trumpet's call 
As ſounding braſs, collects us, round heaven's throne 
Conglob'd, we baſk in everlaiting day, | 
(Paternal ſplendor!) and adhere for ever. 
Had not the ſoul this outlet to the ſkies, 
In this vaſt veſſel of the univerſe, | 
How ſhould we gaſp, as in an empty void! 
How in the pangs of famiſh'd Hope expire! 
How bright my proſpect ſhines! how gloomy, thine ! 
A trembling world! and a devouring God: 
Earth, but the ſhambles of omnipotence ! 
Heaven's face all ſtain'd with cauſeleſs maſlacres 
Of countleſs millions, born to feel the pang 
Of being loſt, Lorenzo! can it be? 
This bids us ſhudder at the thoughts of life. 
Who would be born to ſuch a phantom world, 
Where nought ſubſtantial, but our miſery ? 
Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diſtreſs, 
So ſoon to periſh and revive no more ? 
The greater ſuch a joy, the mors it pains. 
A world, where dark, myſterious vanity, 
Of good and ill the diſtant colours blends, 
Confounds all reaſon, and all hope deſtroys z 
Reaſon, and hope, our ſole aflylum here: 
A world, fo far from great, (and yet how great 
It ſhines to thee !) there's nothing real in it; 
Being, a ſhadow ! conſciouſneſs, a dream 
A dream how dreadful ! univerſal blank 
Before it, and behind! poor man, a ſpark 
From non-exiſtence ſtruck by wrath divine, 
Olitt'ring a moment, nor that moment {ure | 


Midſt 
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Midſt upper, nether, and ſurrounding night, | 
His fad, ture, ſudden, and eternal tomb 

Lenanzo ! doit thou feel theſe arguments? 

Or is there nought but vengeance can be felt? 
How hait thou dar'd the DeiTy dethrone ? 

How dar'd indict him of a world like this? 

It iuch the world, creation was a es 

Fer what is crime, but cauſe of mile 

Re tract, blaſphemer ! and unriddle Nis 

Of cndleſs arguments above, below, 

Without us, and within, the ſhort reſult, 

If man's immortal, there's a Gop in heaven.“ 

But wherefore ſuch redundancy ? ſuch-waſte 
Of argument? one ſets my ſoul at reſt; 

One obvious, and at hand, and, oh! Coat heart. 

So juſt the ſkies, PuiLaypes' 8 life ſo pain'd, 

His heart ſo pure, that, or ſucceeding ſcenes 

Have palms to give, or ne'er had he been born. 

What an old tale is this!“ LORENZO cries— 
J grant this argument is old; but truth 

No years impair; and, had not this been true, 

Thou never hadſt deſpis'd it for its age. 

Truth is immortal as thy ſoul; and fable 

As fleeting as thy joys: be wiſe, nor make 

Heaven's higheſt blowing, vengeance z O be wiſe! 

Nor make a curſe of immortality. 

Say, know'ſt thou what it is? or what thou art ? 
Know'ſ!t thou th' importance of a ſoul immortal? 
Behold this midnight-glory 3 ; worlds on worlds! 
Amazing pomp ! redouble this amaze z 
Ten thouſand add; add twice ten thouſand more; 
Then weigh the whole: one ſoul outweighs them all; 
And calls th aſtoniſhing magnificence 
Of unintelligent creation poor. 

For this, believe not me; no man believe; 


Truſt not in 1 but deeds 3 and deeds no leſs 
W 
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Than thoſe of the Sup RE; nor his, a few; 
Conſult them all; conſulted, all proclaim 
Thy ſouPs importance: tremble at thvſelf; 
For whom Omnipotence has wak'd ſo 1 ng 2 : 
1 wak' d, and work d, for ages; from che birth 
Nature, to this unbelieving hour. 
Iii this ſmall province of his vaſt domain, 
(All Nature bows, while I pronounes his name Y 
What has Gop done, and not for this ſole end, 
To reſcue ſouls from death? The ſoul's hi gh price 
Is writ in all the conduct of the ſkies, | 
The ſoul's high price is the creation's key 
Unlocks itz myſteries, and naked la os, 
The genuine cauſe of every deed divine: 
That is the chain of ages, Which maintains 
Their obvious cor reſpondence. an unites 
Moſt diſtant periods in one bleſs'd deſign: 
That is the mighty hinge, on which have turi'd 
All revoluti-ns, whether we regard 
The nat'ral, civil, or religious world; 
The former” two, but ſervants to the thirds 
To that their duty done, they both expire, 
Their maſs new-caſt, forgot their deeds renown'd : 
And angels aſk, <* Where once t oo ſtione ſo fair: 25 
To lift us from this abject, to ſublime; 
This flux, to permanent; this dark. to day; ; 
This foul, to pure; this turbid. to ſerene; 
This mean, to mighty! —for this g glorious end 
Th' ALIGaTy, riſing, his long ſabbath broke: 
The world was made; was ruin'd; was reſtor'd; 
Laws from the ſkies were publiſh'd; were repeal'd; 
On earth kings, kingdoms, role; kings, kinzdoms, fell; 
Fam'd ſages lighted up the Pagan world 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance 
Through diſtant age; ſaints travell'd 4 martyrs blcd ; 
By wonders ſacred Nature ſtood coniroll dz 
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The living were tranſlated ; dead were rais'd ; 


Angels, and more than angels, came from heaven: 
And, oh! for this, de ſcended lower ſtill; 
Gilt was hell's gloom; aſtoniſh'd at his gueſt, 


For one ſhort moment LVcIFER ador'd: 


Lorenzo! and wilt thou do leſs? For this, 
That hallow'd page, fools ſcoff at, was inſpir d, 
Of all theſe truths thrice-venerable code! 
Deiſts : perform your quarantine z, and then 


Fall proſtrate ere you touch it, Jeſt you die. 


Nor leſs intenſely bent infernal powers 
To mar, than thofe of light, this end to gain. 
O what a ſcene is here — LORENZO! wake; 
Riſe to the thought; exert, expand thy ſoul, 
To take the vaſt idea: it denies 
All elſe the name of great. Two warring worlds ! : 
Not Europe againſt Afric 3 warring worlds! 
Of more than mortal ! mounted on the wing ! 
On ardent wings of energy, and zeal, 


_ High hov'ring o'er this little brand of triſc ! 


This ſublunary ball—But Rds, for what? 
In their own cauſe conflifting ? No; in thine, 


In man's. His ſingle int'reſt blows the flame; 
Hz; the ſole ſtake; his fate the trumpet ſounds; 


Which kindles war immortal. How it burns! 


Tumultuous ſwarms of deities in arms! | 
Force force oppoling, till the waves run high, 


And tempeſt nature's univerſal ſphere, 


Such oppoſites eternal, ſtedfaſt, ſtern; 


Such foes implacable, are good and ill; 


Yet man, vain man, would meditate peace between 


them. 
Think not this Gian, There was war in heaven. 
From heaven's high cryſtal mountain, where it hung, 


Th' ALMIGnTY's outſtretch'd arm took down his bow; 


And thot his indignation at the deep: 
Rethunder d 


2 
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Rethunder'd hell, and darted all her fires.— 
And ſeems the ſtake of little moment ſtill ? 
And flumbers man, who ſingly caus'd the ſtorm? 
He ſlecps. And art thou ſhuck*d at myſteries? 

The greateſt, thou. How dreadful to reflect, 
What ardour, care, and counſel, mortals cauſe 
In breaſt divine! how little in thelr own! 

Where-e'er I turn, how new proofs pour upon me : 

How happily this wondrous view ſupports 


5 My former argument! how ſtrongly ſtrikes - 


Immortal life's full demonſtration, here ! 

Why this exc: tion | why this ſtrange regard 
From heaven's Omnipotent indulg'd to man? 
Becauſe, in man, the glorious, dreadful power, 
Extremely to be pain'd or bleſs'd for ever. 
Duration gives importance; {wells the price. 
An angel, if a creature of a day, 

What would he be? a trifle of no weight; | 
Or ſtand, or fall; no matter which; he's gone. 
Becauſe IMMORTAL, therefore is indulg'd 

This ſtrange regard of deities to duſt. i 
Hence, heaven looks down on earth with all her eyes 
Hence, the ſoul's mighty moment in her ſight: 
Hence, ev'ry ſoul has partiſans above, 8 
And every thought a critic in the ſkies : 

Hence, clay, vile clay.: has angels for its guard, 
And every guard a paſſion for its charge: 
Hence, from all age, the cabinet divme 

Has held high counſel o'er the fate of man, 
Nor have the clouds thoſe gracious counſels hid. 
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne, 

And PROVIDENCE came forth.to meet mankind : 
in various modes of emphaſis and awe, 

He ſpoke his will, and trembling nature heard; 

| He ſpoke it loud, in thunder, and in ſtorm. 
Witneſs thou Sinai! : — ctoud-coyer'd height, 
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And ſhaken baſis, own'd the preſent Gon: | 


-Wiineſs, ye billous! whoſe returning tide, 
Bicakin the chain that faſten'd it in air, 
Sweßpt Fry 


t, and her menaces, to hell: 
Witneſs, ye flames! th' Aſſyrian tyrant bfew 


To ſeven-fold- rage as impotent, as ſtrong: 


And thou, earth; witneſs, whoſe expanding jaws. 


Clos'd o'er * Preſumption $ ſacrilegious ſons, 

_ Has not each element; in turn, -ſubſerib'd 

ITbe ſoul's high price, and ſworn it to_the- wiſe? 
: Has not flame, ocean, æther, earthquake, ſtrove 
Io ſtrike this truth, through adamantine man? 
If not all-adamant, Lozzxzo hear: 


All is delufion; nature is wrapt up, 


In tenfold night, from reaſoñs keeneſt eye; 
There's no conſiſtence, meaning, plan, or end, 
In all beneath the ſun, in all above, 


(As far. as men can penetrate), or heaven 
Is an immenſe, an eſtimable prize; 


Or all is nothing, or that prize is all. 
And ſhall each Toy be ſlill a match for heav'n 
And full equivalent for groans below? 

Who would not give a trifle to prevent 


What he would give a thouſand worlds to cure? 
Lokenzo ! thou haſt ſeen (if, thine, to ſee) 
All Nature and her Gop (by Nature's courſe, 


And Nature's courſe controll'd, declare for e: 5 
The ſkies above proclaim, “ immortal man! 
And, + Man immortal!” all below reſounds. 


The "ai s a ſyſtem of theology, 


Read by the greateſt ſtrangers to the ſchools; 


If honeſt, learn'd; and ſages o'er a plough. 


Is not, Lonenzc | then. impos'd on thee 
This 


1 Kerah, &c. 
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This hard alternative : or to renonnce 

Thy reaſon and thy ſenſe ; or, to believe?“ 

What then is unbelief? ?Tis an exploit; 

A ſtrenuous enterpriſe. To gain it, man 

Muſt burſt through ev'ry bar of common ſenſe, . 

Of common a magnanimonſly wrong; 

And what rewards the ſturdy combatant ? 

His prize, repentance z infamy, his crow n. 

But wherefore infamy, ?—PFor want of faith, 
Down the iteep precipice of wrong he ſlides; 
There's nothing to ſupport him in the richt. 
Faith in the future wanting, is, at leaſt 
In embryo, ev'ry u eakneſs, ev'ry guilt; 

And ſtrong temptation ripens it to birth. 

If this liie's gain invites him to the deed, 1 
Why not his country ſold, his father flain ? - 
Tis virtue to purſue our good ſupreme; 

And his ſupreme, his only good! is here. 
Ambition, Av'rice, by the. wiſe diſdain'd, 

Is perfect wiſdom, while mankind are fools, 
And think a turf or tomb- ſtone covers: all-: 
Theſc find employment, and provide for Sen 
A richer. paſture, and a larger range 3 

And Senſe by right divine. aſcends the throne, 
When Virtue's prize and proſpect: are no more: 
Virtue no more we think the will of heav'n. 
Would heav'n quite begzar Virtue, if bzlov'd 

+ Has. Virtue charms ?'—l-grant her heav'nly fair g.4 
But it unportion'd, all will Int'relt wed 3 
Though that our admiration, this our choice. 

The virtues grow on immortality. 
That root deſtroy' di they witherand- expire, 

AL EIrr believ'd, will nought avail; 

Rewards and puniſhments make Gop ador' 1 

And hopes and fears give conſcience all her Pow'r. 
5 As in tlie ay ing parent dics the child, 
* Vi irtue 
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Virtue with immortality, expires. by | 
Who telis me he denies his foul immortal, 
Whate'er his boaſt, has told me, he's a knave. 
His duty 'tis, to hve himſelf alone; | 
Nor care though mankind periſh, if he Fler. 
Who thinks ere long the man ſhall wholly die, 
Is dead already; nought but brute ſurvives. 
And are tbere ſuch? Such candidates there are 
For more than death; for utter loſs of Being 
He ing, the baſis of the Derry ! 
Aſk you the cauſe ?2—The cauſe they will not tells. 
Nor need they: Oh the forceries of Senſe ! 
They work this transformation on the ſoul, 
Diſmount her like the ſerpent at the fall, 
Diſmount her from her native wing, (which ſoar d 
Ere-while ethereal heights) and throw her downs, 
'To lick the duſt, and crawl in ſuch a thought. 
| Is it in- wars to paint you? O ye falln! 
Talbn from the wings of Reaſon, and of Hope +. 
Erect in ſtature, prone in appetite 
Potrons of pleaſure, poſting into pain! 
Lovers of argument, averſe to ſenſe! 
Boaſters af liberty, faſt bound in chains! 
Lords of the wide creation, and the ame! 
More ſenſeleſs than th* irrationals you ſcorn ? 
More baſe: than thoſe. you rule! than thoſe you Pity 
Far more undone. !. O ye moſt infamous 
Of beings, from ſuperior dignity : | 
iYcepelt i in wo from means of boundleſs bliſs ! 
Je curs'd by bleſſings infinite !. becauſe 
Moſt highly favour” 5 moſt profoundly loſt! 
Te motly maſs of chntradition ſtrong ! 
And are you, too, convince 'd, your fouls fly off” 
In exhalation ſoft, and die in air, 
From the full flood of evidesce againſt you? 
In. the coarſe drudgeries. ny Rs of 6, 


Your 
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Tour ſouls have quite worn out the make of heaven, 
By vice new caſt, and creatures of your own : 
But though you can deform, you can't deſtroy - 


To curſe, not uncreate, is all your pow'r. 
Loxexzo | this black brotherhood renounce 3. 
Renounce St Evgexowr, and read St Paul. 


Ere rapt by miracle, by reaſon wing'd 


His mounting mind made long abode in heaven. 
= = . 2 : 3 
This is freethinking, unconſin'd to parts, 


To ſend the ſoul, on curious travel bent, 


Through all the provinces of human thought, 
From firſt to laſt, (but laſt there none ſhall be !) 
To dart her flight. through the whole ſphere of man; 


Of this vaſt univerſe to make the tour; 
In each receſs of ſpace, and time, at bone ; 


Familiar with their wonders; diving deep; 


And, like a prince of boundleſs int'reſts there, 


Still moſt ambitious of the moſt remote z 
To look on truth,. unbroken, and eme z 


Truth in the ſyſtem, the full orb; where truths 


By truths:enlighten'd, and fuſtain'd, afford 

An arch: like, ſtrong foundation, to ſupport. 

Th' incumbent weight of abſolute, complete 
Gonviction: here, the more we preſs, we ſtand _ 


More firm; who moſt examine, moſt believe. 
Parts, Hike Half ſentenees, confound; the whole 
Conveys the ſenſe, and Gop is underſtood; 


Who not in fragments writes to human race, 


Read his whole volume, ſceptic ! then reply. 


This, this, is thinking free, a thought that graſps. 


Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 


Turn up thine eye, ſurvey this midnight ſcene; 
What are earth's kingdoms, to yon boundleſs orb; 
Of human ſouls, one day, the deſtin'd range? 


And what yon boundleſs orbs, to godlike man? 


Thoſe num'rous worlds that throng the — 5 
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And aſki more ſpace in heaven, can roll at large 
In man's:cayacious thought, and ſtill leave room 
For ampler orbs-3 for new-creations there. 


Can ſuch a ſoul. contract itſelf, to gripe 


A point. of no dimenſion, of no . MINE * 

It car; it. docs: the world is ſucl} a point, 

And, of that point, how ſmail a part enſlaves? 
How ſinall a part—of nothing, ſhall I ſay? 


Why not? Friends, our chief treaſure +. how 1 


drop? 
Lueta, NAReIssA fair, Partanben; gone! 
The grave, like fabled Cerberus, has op'd 


A-triple mouth; and, in an awful voice, 


Loud calls my foul, and utters all I ſing. . 

How the world falls to PIECES about. as -- 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy! 

What ſays this tranfport ation of my friends! 

It bids me love the place where now they dwell, 


And ſcorn this wretched. ſpot, they leave ſo poor. 


Eternity's vaſt ocean lies before tlie; 
"There, there, Loxexzo ! thy Crarrssa ſails. 
Give the mind ſea- room; keep it wide of earth, 
That rock of ſouls. immortal; z. cut thy cord; 
Weigh anchor; ſpread thy fails ; call every wind; 
Eye thy great. pole-ſtar 5 make the land of life. 
Two kinds of life has "double natur d man. 
And two of death ; the laſt far more ſevere. 
Life animal is nurtur d by the ſun; 
Thrives on his bounties, triumphs in his ane. : 
Life rational ſubfaſts on higher food, | 
Triumphant in his beams, who made the day. 
When we leave that ſun, and are left by this... 1 
1 fate of all who die in ſtubborn guilt,) 
is utter darkneſs; ſtrictly, double — 
We ſink by no judicial ſtroke of heaven, 
But Nature sccurſe ,, e as e ſall. 5 
c 
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Since Cop, or man, mult alter ere they meet, 
(For light and darkneſs blend not in one ſphere,) 
* Tis manifett, Lorexzo !. why muſt changes | | 
If, then, that double death fiould prove thy lot, 
Blame not the bowels of the DEirr; 
Man fhall be bleſs' d, as far as man permits. 
Not man alone, all rationals, heaven arms 
With an illuſtrious, but tremendous pow'r, 
I To counteract its own molt gracious ends; 
And this, of ſtrict neceſſity, not choice; 
That pow'r deny'd, men, angels, were no mom, 
But paſlive engines, void of praiſe, or blame. 
A nature rational implies the power 
Ol being bleſ'd, or wretched, as we pleaſe: 
Elſe idle Reaſon would have nought to do; 
And he that would be barr'd capavity 
Of pain, courts incapacity of bltis. | 
Heav'n wills our happineſs, allows our doom; 
Invites us ardently, but not compels; 
Heav'n but perſuades, almighty man decrees; 
Man is tlie maker of immortal fates, 
Man falls by man, if finally he falls; | 
And fall he muſt, who learns from death alone, 
_ The dreadful ſecret, - that he lives for ever. 
Why this to thee ? thee yet, perhaps, in doubt 
Of ſecondlife ? But -wherefore doubtiul {till ? 
Eternal life is Nature's ardent wiſh 3 _ 
What ardently we wiſh, we ſoon believe: 
Thy tardy faith declares that with deſtroy'd : 
What has deſtroy'd it ?—Shall I tell thee, what? 
When fear'd.the future, tis no longer wiſh'd 5 
And, when unwiſh'd, we ſtrive to diſbelieve. 
„ Thus infidelity our guilt 'betrays.” | 
Nor that the ſole detection! bluth, Logexzo ! 
_ Bluſh for hypocriſy, if not for guilt? 


| 
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The future fear'd ? an infidel, and fear! | 
Fear what? a dream? a fable: ? How the dread, 0 
-Unwilling evidence, and therefore ſtrong, 5 
Affords my caule an undeſign'd ſupport! 

How diſbelief affirms, what it denies ! 
lt, unawares, aſſerts immortal life. 
-Surpriſmng ! Infidelity turns out 

A creed, and a confeſſion of our ſins: 

| Apoltates, thus, are orthodox divines. 

Loxenzo : with Lorexzo ! .claſh no more; 
Nor longer a tranſparent vizor wear. | 
Think'ſt thou, ReL161oN only has her maſk ? 

Our infidels are Satan's hypocrites, | 

| Pretend the worſt, and, at the bottom, fail. 
When viſited by thoug oht, (thought will intrude), 
Like him they ſerve, they tremble, and believe. 
Is there hypocriſy ſo foul as this? 
So fatal to the welfare of the world? 

What deteſtation, what contempt their due! 
And, if unpaid, be thank'd for their eſcape, 

That Chriſtian candour they ſtrive hard to ſcorn. 
If not for that aſylum, they might find 

A hell on earth; nor ſeape a worſe below. 

With inſolence, and impotence of thought, | 
Inſtead of racking fancy, to refute, 
Reform thy. manners, and the truth enjoy. 
But ſhall I dare confeſs the dire reſult ? 

. Can thy proud Reaſon brook ſo black a brand? 

fl From purer manners, to ſublimer faith, 

| Is nature's unavoidable aſcent; 

An honeſt Deiſt, where the goſpel ſhines, 

q | Matur'd to nobles, in. the Chriſtian ends. 

'F When that bleſt change arrives, e'en caſt aſide 

L | This ſong fuperiuous; life immortal ſtrikes - 

Conviction, in a Hood of light divine, 


—. 
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WO Cbridian dwells, like *. UkizL, in the ſuns 
Meridian evidence" puts Doubt to tiights _ 
And ardent Hope anticipates the tkies, | 
Of that bright fun, Logtxzo : ſeale the ſphere : 
*Tis eaſy; it ipvites thee ;, it deſcends p 
From heaven tobwoo, and walt thee whence it came: 
Read and revere the ſacred page: a page 
Where tnumphs immortality 3 a page , 
Which not the whole creation could produce; 
Which not the conflagration ſhall deſtroy; 
In Nature's ruins not one letter loſt: 
Tis printed in the mind of gods for ever. 

In proud diſdain of what e' en gods adore, 
Doſt ſmile Poor wretch ! thy guardian angel weeps. 
Angels and men aſſent to what I ſing; 
Wits ſmile, and thank me for my midnight-dream. 
How viticus hearts fume frenzy to the brain! 
Parts pufh us on to pride, and pride to ſhame 
Pert Infidelity is Wir's cockade, | 
To grace the brazen brow that braves the flies. 
By loſs of being, creadtully ſecure, 
Loxexzo! if thy docirine wins the day, 
And drives my dreams, defeated, from the field; 
H this is all, if earth a final ſcene, | 
Take heed ; ſtand ſaſt; be ſure to be a knave 3 
A knave in grain! ne'er deviate to the right 3 : 
Should thou be good—how infinite thy loſs! 
Quilt only makes annihilation gain, 
Bleſs'd icneme | which life depri ves of comfort, death 
Of hope: and which vice only recommends. 
If fo; where, infidels | your bait tLrown out 


To ca uch weak converts? where your loſty boalt 
| ; 
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Of zeal for virtue, and of love to man? ; | 
ANNIHILATION! I confeſs, in theſe, i 
What can reclaim you? dare I hope profound 
Philoſophers the converts of a ſong ? 
Yet know, its “ title flatters you, not me; 
Yours be the praiſe to make my title good; 
Mine to bleſs heav'n, and triumph in your praiſe. 
But ſince ſo peſtilential your diſcaſe, 
Though ſov'reign is the med'cine I preſcribe, 
As yet, I'll neither triumph, nor deſpair.; 
But hope, e're long, my midnight-dream will wake 
Your hearts and teach you wiſdom—10 be wiſe: 
For why ſhould fouls immortal, made for bleſs, 
What ne'er can die, oh! grant to live; and crown 
The with, and aim, and labour of the ſkies ; | 
Increaſe, and enter on the joys of heaven: 
Thus ſhall my title paſs a ſacred ſea], 
Receive an Imprimatur from above, 
While angels ſhout——An infidel reclatm'd ! 
To cloſe, Lorenzo ! fpite of all my pains, 

Still ſeems it ſtrange, that thou ſhouldſt live forever? 

Is it leſs ſtrange, that thou ſhouldſt live at all? 

This is a miracle 3 and that no more, > 

Who gave beginning, can exclude an end. 

Deny thou art; then doubt if thou ſhait be. 

A miracle with miracles inclos'd, 

Is man,; and ſtarts his faith at what is ftrangs ? 
What leſs than wonders from the Wonderful? 
What leſs than miracles from Gop can flow ? 

Admit a Gop—that myſtery ſupreme ! 8 

That cauſe uncaus'd ! all other wonders ceaſe; 

Nothing is marvellous for him to do: 


Deny 


_ _— 
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Deny him—all is myſtery beſides; 
Millions of myſterics! each darker far. 
Than that thy wiſdom would, unwiſely, ſhun, 
If weak thy faith, why chuſe the harder {ide ? 
We nene know, but what is marvellous; 


Yet what is marvellous, we can't believe. 
So weak our reaſon, and ſo great our Gop, 


What moſt ſurpriſes in the ſacred page, 
Or full as ſtrange, or ſtranger muſt be true. 
Faith is not Reaſon's labour, but repoſe. 

To Faith, and Virtue, why fo backward, man! 
From hence :—The preſent ſtrongly ftrikes = all ; 
The future, faintly. Can we, then, be men ! 


If men, LoRHrz0 the reverſe is right, 


Reaſon is man's peculiar; Senſe, the brute's. 


4 The preſent is the ſcanty realm of Senſe ; 


The future, Reaſon's empire unconfin'd : 
On that expending all her godlike pow'r, 
She plans, provides, cxpatiates, triumphs, there; 
There builds her bleflings ; there expects her praiſe 5 
And nothing aſks of fortune, or of men, 
And what is Reaſon ? Be ſhe thus dfin'd : 
Reaſon is right ſtature in the ſoul. 
Oh! be an and ſtrive to be a god. 

& For what? (thou fay'ſt:) to damp the joys of 
No; to give heart and ſubſtance to thy joys. (life ?” 
That tyrant, Hope! mark, how ſhe domineers: 


She bidg us quit realities, for dreams; 


Safety and peace, for hazard and alarm; 

That tyrant o'er the tyrants of the ſoul ! f 

She bids Ambition guit its taken pr 120, 

Spurn the luxuriant branch on which it ſits, 
Though bearing crowns, to ſpring at diſtant game, 


; And plunge m toils, and dangers—for repoſe. 


If Hope eg and of 2 % wh en gain d, 
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Zan ſweeten toils and dangers into joys; 5 
What then that hope, which nothing can defeat, 
Our leave unalk'd « Rich hope of boundleſs bliſs! 
Bliſs, paſt Man's pow'r to paint; or Time's to clobe! 
This hope 3 is earth's moſt e ſümable prize: 

This is man's portion, while no more than man; 
Hope, of all paſſions, moſt befriends us here; 
Paſſions of prouder name befriend us leſs. 

Joy has her tears, and Tranſport has her death.; 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, though ſtrong, 
Man's heart at once inſpirits and ſerenes, 

Nor makes him pay his wiſdom for his joys ! 

Tis not our preſent ſtate can ſaſely bear, 
pomp to the frame; and vigour to the mind! 

A joy attemper'd a chaſtis' d delight, 

Like the fair ſummer cv” ning, mild, and ſweet ! 
Tis man's full cup; his paradile below ! 3 

A bleſs'd hereafter, then, or hop'd, or gain'd, 
Js all; —our whole of happineſs: full proof, 

I chuſe no trivial or nglonous theme, 

And know, ye ſoes to ſong « (well- -meaning men, 
Though quite forgotten “ half your Bible's praiſe !) | 
Import tant truths, in ſpite of verſe, may pleaſe z 
Grave minds you praiſe; nor can you praiſgtvo much: 
If there is weight in an ETERxITY, 
Let the ger lien ; ; and be graver till. 


X 4 1 — 


* The poetical parts of it. 


NIGIEZ 


NIGHT THE EIGHTH. 


VIRTUEs APOLOGY; 
oi. ur 
MAN OF THE WORLD ANSWERED. 


LOVE OF THIS LIFE; THE AMBITION AND 
PLEASURE, WITH THE WIT AND WISDOM 
OF THE WORLD. 


Ax D has al nale, then, eſpous' d my part > 

2 Have I brib'd heav'n, and earth, to plead againſt 

And is thy ſoul immortal? What remains? (thee? 

All, all, Loxenzo !'—Make immorta! bleſs'd. 

Unbleſs' immortals hat can ſhock us more? 

And yet LoRENZ o ſlill affects the world; 

There ſtows his treaſure; thence his title draws; 

Man of the world! (for ſuch wor uldſt thou be calPd) 

And art thou proud of that inglorious ſtyle ? 

Proud of reproach? for a reproach it was, 

In ancient days; and CHRISTIAN, —in an age, 

When men were men, and not aſh! :m'd of heay'n, 

Fir'd their ambition, as it crown'd their joy. 
Sprinkled with dews from the Caſtalian font, 

- would I rebaptize thee, and conter 

A purer ſpirit, ang a "ION name. 


Thy 
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Thy fond attachments, fatal, and inflam'd 
Point out my path, and dictate to my ſong. 
To thee, the world how fair! how ftrongly ſtrikes 
Ambition! and gay Pleaſure ſtronger ſtill ; 
Thy triple bane ! the triple bott, that lays 


? 


Thy virtue dead! be theſe my triple theme; 


Nor ſhall thy wit, or wiſdom, be forgot. 
Common the theme z not ſo the ſong, if ſhe 

My ſong invokes, URANIA, deigns to ſmile. | 

The charm that chains us to the world, her foe, 


If the diſſolves, the man of earth, at once, 


Starts from his trance, and ſighs for other ſcenes; 


Scenes, where theſe ſparks of night, theſe ſtars, ſhall 
Unnumber'd ſuns; (for all things, as they are, (thine. 


The bleſs'd behold); and, in one glory, pour 

Their blended blaze on man's aſtonifh'd fight ; 

A blaze,—the leaſt illuſtrious object there. 
LoRENZZO! ſince eternal is at hand 


To ſwallow Time's ambitions, as the vaſt 


Leviathan, the bubbles vain, that ride 
High on the foaming billow ; what avail 
High titles, high deſcent, attainments high, 
If unattain'd our higheſt ? O Lonexzo ! 
What lofty thoughts, theſe elements above, 
What tow'ring hopes, what ſallies from the fun, 
What grand {ſurveys of deſtmy divine, | 
And pompous preſage of unfathom'd fate, 
Should roll in boſoms, where a ſpirit kwrns, 
Bound for eternity! in boſoms read 

By him, who foibles in archangels ſees ! 

On human hearts he bends a jealous eye, 
And marks, and in heaven's regiſter inrolls, 
The riſe and progreſs of each option there; 
Sacred to Coomſday ! That the page unfolds, 
And ſpreads us to the gaze of gods and men. 


Arg 
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And what an option, O LoRRNZEZO thine? 

This world! and this, unrivall'd by the ſkies! 
A world, where Juſt of Plealure, Grandeur, Gold, 
Three dzmons that divide its realms between them, 
With ſtrokes alternate buffet to and fro ; 
Man's reſtleſs heart, their port, their flyin,; ball; 
Till with the giddy circle, ſick, and tir'd, © | 
It pants for peace, and drops into deſpair, 
Such is the world Lorenzo ſets above 


That glorious promiſe angels were eſteem'd 


Too mean to bring; a promiſe, their adur d 


Deſcended ta communicate, and preſs, 


By counſel, miracle, life, death, on man. 
Such is the world Lorewzo's wiſdom woos, | 
And on its thorny pillow ſeeks repoſe ; - 

A pillow, which, like opiates ill prepar'd, 


| Tntoxicates, but not compoſes; fills 


The viſionary mind with gay chimeras, . 


All the wild traſh of ſleep, without the reſt ; ; 


What unfeign's travel, and what dreams of joy ! 
How frail, men, things: how momentary both ! 
Fantaſtic chace, of ſhadows hunting ſhades! 
The gay, the buſy, equal, though unlike z 

ual in wiſdom, differently wiſe z 
Through flow'ry meadows, and through deary waſtes 
One buſiling, and one dancing, into death. 
There's not a day, but to the man of thought, 
Betrays ſome ſecret, that throws new reproach 
On life, and makes him ſick of ſeeing more. 


The ſcenes of bus'neſs tell us“ What are men 


The ſcenes of pleaſure—* What is all beſide :* 


There, others we deſpiſe ; and hear ourſelves. 


Amid diſguſt eternal, dwells delight ? 
Tis approbation ſtrikes the ſtring of joy. 
What wondrous prize has kindled this career, 


Stuns with the din, and choaks us with the duſt, 


Ke On 
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On life's gay ſtage, one inch above the grave? 

il | The proud, run up and down in queſt of eyes 

5 The ſenſual, in purſuit of ſomething worſe; 

| The grave, of gold : the politic of power; 

4 And all, of other butterflics, as vain! 

| As eddies draw things frivolcus, and light, 

' How is man's heart by vanity drawn inz 

On the ſwift circle of returning toys, 

Whul'd, ſitaw-like, round and Tound, and then ingulf'd, 

Where gay deluſion da. Kens to deſpair ! : | 
This is a beaten track.” —Is this a track 

Shou!d not be beaten? Never beat enough, 

Till enough learn'd the truths, it would inſpire. 

Shall Truth be ſilent, becauſe Folly trowns ? 

Turn the world's hiſtory; what find we there, 

1 But Fortune s ſports, or Nature's cruel claims, 

Or woman's artifice, or man's revenge, 

9 And endleſs inhumanities on man? 

\ BY Fame's trumpet ſeldom ſounds, but like the knell, 

| It brings bad tidings. How it hourly blows 

Man's miſadventures round the lining world! 

Man is the tale of narrative old Time z 

Sad tale! which high as paradiſe begins; 

As if, the toil of travel to delude, "= 

From ſtage to ſtage, in his eternal round, 

The Days, his daughters, as they ſpin out hours 

. On Fortune's wheel, where accident unthought 

"il Oct, in a moment, ſnaps life's ſtrongeſt thread, 

N Each, in her turn, ſome tragic ſtory tells, 

With, now and then, a wretched farce between 

[| And fills his chronicle with human woes. 

i'l Time's daughters, true as thoſe of men, deceive us; 
Not one but puts ſome cheat on all mankind : 

While in their father's boſom, not yet ours, 
They flatter our fond hopes, and promiſe much 
Of amiable z but hold him net o'er-wiſe, 
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Who dares to truſt them ? and laugh round the year, 
At ſtill-confiding, ill-confounded 1 man, 
Confiding, though confounded 2 hoping on, 


{Untaught by trial, unconvinc'd by proof, 


And ever looking for the never-ſeen. 
Life to the laſt, like harden'd felons, lies; 
Nor owns itſelf a cheat, till it expires. 
Its little joys go out by one and one, 
And leave poor man, at length, in perfect night; 
Night darker, than what now involves the pole. 
F', Taov, who doſt permit theſe ills to fall, 
For gracious ends, and wouldſt that man ſhould mourn? 


© THov, whoſe hand this goodly fabric fram'd, 
Who know'ft it beſt, and wouldſt that man ſhould know! 


What is this ſublunary world? A vapour; 
A vapour all it holds; itſelf a vapour; 


From the damp, hed: of chaos, by thy beam 


Exhal'd, ordain'd to ſwim its deftin'd hour 
In ambient air; then melt and diſappear. 


'Farth's days are number'd, nor remote her doom; 


As mortal, though leſs tr anſient; than her ſons; 
Yet they dote on her, as the world and they 
Were both eternal, ſolid; Tyov, a dream. 
They dote, on what? Immortal views apart, 

A region of outſides! a land of ſhadows: 

A fruitful field of flow: ry promiſes! 

A wilderneſs of j joys: perplez'd with doubts, 

And ſharp with thorn ! · trouble ocean, foread 
With bold adventures, their all on board ; 

Ns tecond hope, if here their fortune frowns 3 


Fron ſoon it muſt. Of various rates ey ſail, 


Of enſigns various; all alike in t!: 
All reſtleſs, anxious; toſs'd with Se and fears, 
In calmeſt ſkies; e all to ſtorm! 


And ſtormy the moſt gen'ral blaſt of life: 


Al, bound for happineſs: yet few Provide | 
0 "ri; 
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The chart of. knowledge, pointing "where it lies: 

Orvirtue's helm, to ſhape the courſe deſign'd: 

All, more or leſs, cap1icious fate lament, 

Now lifted: by the tide, and now reſorb? a, 

And further from their wiſhes than before : 

All, more or leſs, againſt cach other daſh, 

To mutual hurt, by guics or pation driven, 

And tuff” ring more from folly, than trom fate. 
Ocean! thou dreadful and tumultuous home 

Or dangers, at eternal war with man! ; X 

Death's capita 5 where moit he domincers, 

With all his choſen terrors frewning round, 

(Though lately ſealicd high at * Albion's coſt); 

: Widc-2; 2p'ning, aud loud roaring ſtill tor moi e 

Too faithful mirror | how doſt thou reficet 

The mclancho)y face of human life! 

The ſtrong re{cmblance tenipts me farther ſtill: 

And. haply, Britain may be deeper ſtruck 

By moral truth, in ſuch a mirror ſeen, 

Which nature holds for ever at her eye. 

Self- flatter d, unexpericnc'd, high in hope 

Wen young, with ſanguine chear, and ſtreamers gay, 

We cut ourcable, Jaunch into the world, 

And fonily dream cach wind and {tar our iriend 3 

All in ſome darling enterpriſe imbarb'd. 

But where is he. can fathom its event? 

Amid a multitude of artleſs hands 

Ruin's ſure Perquiſite! her lawful. prize“?! _ 

Some ſteer aright; but the black blaſt blows hard, 

And putts themi wide of hope: with hearts of proof, 

Full againſt wind, and tide, ſome win their way 3 

And WW chen firong Hort has deſery'd. the j port, 

And 
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Beats down their ſtrength; their numbericſs eſcapes -: 


The gay! rich! great! triumphant! am augull 
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And tugg' it into view, tis won! 'tis Joſt ! | 
Thong 1 5 their oar, {ell ſtronger is their fate: 
Je rike; and, while they triumph, they expire. 
In reſe of weather, mot; iome ſink cutright 
O'cr them, and. o'er their names, the billows lee 5 
To-moirow knows not they were ever born. 
Others a'thort memorial leave behind. 
Like a flag floating, when the bark's De ds 
It floats a moment, and is ſeen no mo: 2 
One Crsar lives: a thouſand are forgot. 5 
How few, beneath aulpicious planets born, 
(Darlings of providence ! fond Fate's ele !) 
With ſwelling ſails make good the promils'd port 
With all their withes freighted! Let even theſe, - 
Freighted with all their wiſhes, ſoon complain; 
Free from misfor tune, not from nature free. 
They ftill are men; and when is man ſecure ? 
As fatal time, as orm! the ruth of years 


In ruin end: an., now, theie. proud. fueceis 

But plants new terrors on the vidor's brow: | 

What pain to quit the world, juſt made their own; 

Their neſt ſo deeply down'd, and built fo hippy! 

Too low they buiid, who bund ben: ath the ſtars. 
Wo then apart, Gf wo apart can be 

From mortal man,) and Fortune at guy nod, 


What are they ?—The moſt ha pPy lane 10 lay 9 
Convince me moſt. of human milery 
What are they? Smiling wretel.2s of amore! 
More wretched, then, than e'er their flavc can be; 
Their treach'rqus blethngs 3, at the day of ne<d, 

Like other ſaithleſs friends, unm atk, and King: 
Then, what ,provoking indigerce in v. 'calth. ; 
What agpravatcd impotence in * 1. 
Ttheh titles, then, what inſult of their Pa aim! > 

e 0: MY IP 3 
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If that ſole anchor, equal to the-waves, 

Immortal Hope! deſires not the rude ſtorm, 

Takes comfort from the Toaming billow's rage, 74 

And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 

gt Is this a ſketch of what thy ſoul admires ? 

gl - « But here (thou ſay'ſt) the. miſcries of lite z 

'Þ Are huddled ina groap. A more diſtin f 
Survey, Pi might bring thee better news.“ 
„ Look on life's ſtages: they ſpeak plainer ſtill; 

The plainer they, the deeper wilt thou ſigh. 

1 Look on thy lovely boy; in him behold _ 

Þ The beſt that an befall the beſt on earth 

a The boy has virtue by his mother's ſide: 

1 Yes, on FLOREL1.0 look; a father's heart 

1 Ts tender, though the man's is made of ſtone: 

= The truth, through ſuch a medium ſeen, may make: 

[ Impreſſion deep, and fondneſs prove thy friend. 

| | lorello lately caſt on this rude eoaſt, 

ö A kelpleſs infant; now ea heedleſs child; 

To poor Clariſſa's throes, thy care ſucceeds 

Care full of love, and yet ſevere as hate; 

Tit Yer thy ſoul's joy how oft thy fondneſs frowns! 

| Needful auberities his will reſtrain; / 

As thorns fence in the tender plant from harm. 

As yet, his reaſon carmot go alone; | 

|| But aſks a ſterner nurſe to lead it on. 
His little heart is often terrify'd; 

kl The bluth of morning, in his cheek,.turns pale; 

my It; pearly dew-drop trembles in his eye; 

| | His harmleſs eye! and drowns an angel there. 

8 Ah! what avails his innocence? The taſk 

TH Injoin'd, muſt diſcipline his early pow'rs :. 

4 He learns. to figh, e'er he is known to fin ; 

11 Guiltleſs, and ſad! a wretch before the fall“ 

4 | Hou cruel this! More cruel to forbear. 

1 Our nature ſuch, with neceſlary pains 
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We purchaſe proſpects of precarious peace : 
Though not a father, this might ſteal a ſighs. 
Suppole him diſciplin'd aright (if not, 


Ripe. from the tutor, proud of liberty, 
He leaps incloſure, bounds into the world 
The world is taken, after ten years toil, 
Lixe ancient Troy ; and all his joys ls owns 
Alas: the world's tutor more ſc vere ; 
Its leſſons hard, and ill deſerve his pains; 
Unteaching all, his virtuous nature taught, 
Or books (fair virtue's advocates!) inſpir'd. 
For who receives him into publie life? 
Men of the world, the terra-filial breed, 
Welcome the modeſt ſtranger to their ſphere, 
(Which glitter'd long, at diſtanee, in his licht), 
And in their hoſpitable arms incloſe: 
Men, who think nought ſo ſtrong of the romance, 
So rank knight-crrant, as a real. friend : 
Men that act up to reaſon's golden rule, 
All weakneſs of affeftion quite ſubdu'd: 
Men that would bluſh at being thought ſincere, 
And feign, for glory, the few favits they want; 
That love a lie, where truth would pay as well 
As if, to them, Vice ſhone her own reward. 
Lonexzo! canſt thou bear a ſhocking ſight 2 
Such, for Florello's ſake, "twill now appear; 
See, the ſteePd files of ſeaſon'd veterans, | 
Train'd to the world, in burnifld falſehood bright $4 * 
Deep in the fatal firatagems of peace; 


All oft ſenſation, in the throng, rub'd off; 


All their keen purpoſe, ur politeneſs, ſheath'd; 
His friends eternal—during intereſt ; 


His foes implacable—when worth their while 3 
At war with every welfare but their own ;- 


As wile as Lucifer; and half as good; | 
And 
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And by whom, none, but Lucifer, can gain 

Naked, through theſe, (fo commongfate ordains,) 

Naked of heart, his cruel courſe he runs, 

Stung out of all, moſt amiable in life, | 
Prompt truth, and open thought, and ſmiles unfeign'ds ; 
Aftection, as his ſpecies, wide dittus'd ; 
Noble preſumptions to'mankind's renown z 
Ingenuous truſt, and confidence of love. 

Theſe claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim). 
Will coſt him many a ſigh; till time, and pains, 
From the ſlow miſtreſs of this ſchool, Experience, 
And her aſſiſtant, pauſing, pale Liſtruſt, 

Purchaſe a dear bought clue to lead his youth, 
Through ſerpentine obliquities of life, 

And the dark labyrinth of human hearts. 

And happy! if the clue ſhall come ſo cheap: 

For, while we learn to fence with public guilt, -. 
Full oft we feel its foul eontagion too, 

If. leſs than heavenly virtue is our guard. 

Thus, a ſtrange kind of curs'd neceſlity 

Brings down the ſterling temper of his ſoul, 

By baſe alloy, to bear the current ſtamp, 

Below call'd wiſdom z. ſinks him in ſafety 

And brands him into credit with the world; 
Where ſpecious titles dignify diſgrace, 

And nature's injuries are arts of life; 

Where brighter rea ſon prompts to bolder crimes? 
And heavenly talents make infernal hearts; 

That unſurmountable extreme of guilt! 

Poor Mac HAVEL! who labour'd hard his plan, 
Forgat, that man, without a tutor wiſe, 

His plan had practis'd long before twas writ, 

The world's all title page, tiiere's no contents; 
The world's all face; the man who ſhews his heart, 
Is hooted for his nudities, and ſcorn'd. 
Aman I kncw, who liyd vpon à {miles _ 
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'Virrvs's APoLoOGr, c. b 
And well it fed him; he look'd plump and fair; 
While rankeſt venom fr ſoam'd through overy vein. 
LokERNZzO! What I cell thee, take not ill! 
Living, he fawn'd on every fool alive; 
And, dying, cars'd the friend on whom he liv'd 
Te-ſuch proficients thou art half a faint. 
In foreign realms, (for thou haſt travell'd far,) 
How curious to contemplate two ttate-rocks, 
Studious their neſts to feather in a.trace, 
With all. the necromantics of their art, 
Playing the game of faces on each other, 
Making court ſweeimeats of their latent gall, 
In fooliſh hope to ſteal each other's truſt; 
Both cheating, both ezulting, Eoth. dec ceiv 'd.s 
And, ſometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone! 
Their parts we doubt not; but be that. their ſhame: 
Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind, 
Stoop. to mean wiles, that would di grace a fool ? 
And loſe the thanks of thoſe few friends they. ſerve ? 
For who can thank the man he eannot ſee ? 
Why ſo much cover? it defeats itſelf, 
Ye that know all things! know ye not, mens hearts 
Are therefore known, becauſe they are conceab'd? 
For why conceaPd?— The cauſethey need not tell. 
I give him joy, that's awkward at a lie; 
Whoſe feeble nature truth kceps ſtill in ave; . 
Elis i incapacity is his renown. 
0 Tis great, tis manly, to diſdain diſguiſe; 
; It ſhews our Jpirit, or it 5 our itrength. 
Thon ſay'it, Lis needful; Is it therc.ore right? 
Howe'er, I grant it ſome ſmal] ſign of grace, 
To firain at an excuſe: and wouidit thou then 
Eſcape that cruel need? thou mayeſt, with eaſe; 
Think no poſt .needful that demands a knave. 
When late our civil hehm was ſbifting hands, 
50 7 thought: think better, if you can. 
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192 "Oi COMPLAINT» Night 8. 
But this how rare ! The public path of life 

Ts dirty Let allow that dirt its due 

It makes the noble mind more noble {till : 


The world's no neuter 3 it will wound or fave 3 


Qur virtue quench, or indigr«tion fire. 
You ſay, the world, well know n, will make a man !— 
The world, well known, will give our hearts to heavih n 
Or make us dæmons, long before we diæ. 

To ſhew how fair the world, thy miſtreſs, ſhines, 


Taks either part, ſure ills attend the Choice; 
Sure, though not 1 detriment enſues, 


Not virtue's ſelf is deify'd on earth: 
Virtue has her relapſes, conflicts, foes; 


Foes that ne'er fail to make her feel their hate, 
Virtue has her peculiar ſet of panes. 

True friends to virtue, laſt, an 

But if they ſigh, ean others hope to ſmile ? 


leaſt complain: 


If wiſdom has her miſeries to mourn, 

How can poor Folly Jead a happy life; 

And if both ſuffer, what has earth to boaſt, 

Where he moſt happy, who the leaſt lamenits. 4 

Where much, much patience, the moſt envy'd ſtate, 

And ſome ee needs the beſt of friends? 

For friend, or happy life, who logks not higher, 

Of neither ſhall he find the ſhadow here, | 
The world's ſworn advocate, without a foe, 

Lentxzo ſmartly, with a ſmile, replies: 


Thus far thy ſong is right; and all muſt own, 


Virtue has her peculiar fet of pains. 
* Andyoys peculiar who to Vice denics: i 
If vice it is with nature to eomply: 


If pride and ſenſs are ſo predominant, 


Io cbeck, not overcome them, makes a ſaint, 


S Lah Vature: i in a plainer voice proclaim 
© Pleafure and glory the chicf good of man? 


* Gan 


4 
1 
0 
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Not in the feather, wave it e'er ſo high, 


© Unbounded proſpect, and immortal kin, 


And with thy full blown brothers of the world, 


Vretus's APoLoGy, Oc 193 
Can pride and ſenſuality rejoice ? 

From purity of thought all ee HE ſprings z 
And, from an humble ſpirit, all our peace. 
Ambition ! pleaſure : let us talk of theſe: 
Of theſe the pogCcH and ACADEMY talk'd 
Of theſe, each following age had much to lay; 
Yet unexhauſling, fall, "the ne=dful theme. 
Who talks of theſe, to mankind all at once 
He talks? for where the ſaint from either iree ? 
Are theſe thy refuge? No, theſe ruth upon thee 
Thy vitals ſeize, and vulture like devour : 
Tl try if I can pluck thee from thy rock, 


Prometheus? from this barren ball of earth; 


If Reaſon can unchain thee, thou art free. 
And, firſt, thy Caucaſus, Ambition calls; 
Mountain of torments ! eminence of woes ! 


Of courted woes! and courted through miſtake? 


?Tis not ambition charms thee ; tis a cheat 


Will make thee ſtart as H gat his Moor, 
Poſt graſp at greatneſs? Firit, know what it is. 
Think'ſt thou thy greatneſs in diſtinction lies? 


By Fortune ſtuck, to mark us from the throng. 
Is glory lodg'd: tis lodg d in the reverſe; 

In that which joins, in that which equals all, 
The monarch, and his flave; A deathieſs ſoul, 


A father God, and brothers in the ſkies ;? 

Elder indeed, in time; but leſs remote 

In excellence. perhaps, than thought by man; 

Why greater what can fall, than what can riſe ? ? 
If ſtill delirious, now, Lenne go; 


Throw ſcorn around thee; caſt it on thy lave, 
Thy ſlaves, and equals how ſcorn caſt on them 
Rebounds on thees If man is mean, as man, 
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7 194 THE CompLanT. Night 8. 
Art thou a god? If Fortune makes him ſo, 
Bew ware tne conſequence : A maxim that, 
Which draws a monſtrous picture of mankind, 
Where, in the drapery, the man is loſt 
Externals flutt'ring, and the foul forgot. 
Thy greateſt glory, when di ſpos'd to Pont, 
Boaſt that aloud, in which thy ſervants ſhare. 
We wiſely trip the ſteed we mean to buy; 
Judge we, in their capariſons, of men ? 
It nought avails thee, where, but what thou art; 
All the diſtinctions of this little life 
Are quite@utancous, for eign to the man (creep, 
When, thro' Death's s freight, Earth's ſubtile ſerpcnts 
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown, 
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree, 
They leave their party-colour'd robe behind, 


All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 


Their brazen creſts, and hiſs at us below, 

Of Fortune's fucus ſirip them, yet alive: 

Strip them of body, too; nay, cloſer {till, 

Away with all, but moral. in their minds; 

And let, what then remains, impoſe their name 2 


Pronounce them weak, or worthy; great, or mean. 
How mean that ſnuff of glory Fortune lights, 


And Death puts out! Doſt thou demand a teſt 
A teſt at once infallible and ſhort, 
Of real greatneſs? That man greatly lives, 


 Whate'er his fate or fame, who greatly dies: 


High-fluſh'd with hope, where herocs ſhall Gelbe, 
If this a true criterion, many courts, 
Ilufirious, might afford but few grandees. 

Th* Almighty, from his throne, on earth furveys 
Nought greater, than an honeſt, humble heart; 


An humble heart, his reſidence! pronounc'd 


tis ſecond ſeat; and rival to the ſkies. 
The private path the ſecret acts of men, 
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VIRrux's APOLOCY, Vc. 
If noble, far the nobleſt of our lives! 
How far above LokENzO's glory ſits 
Th' illuſtrious maſter of a name unknown; 
Whoie worth unrivall'd, and unwitneſs'd, Joves 
Life's facred ſhades, where gods conver ſc with men 3 
And Peace. ey ay the world's conception, ſmiles! 
; As thou, (now dark), before we part, ſhalt ſee. 
| But thy great 1s ul this ſeulking gory ſcorns. 
it Loxenzo's ſick, but when Lorenz9's ſeen; 
f And. when ke ſhru As at Larue bus' nels, f ies. 
| Deny'd the pubi ic eye, the public voice, 
| As it he liv'd on others breath, he dics. 
| Fain would he make the world his pedeſtal ; 
Mankind the gazers; the fole figure, he. 
Knows he, that mankind praiſe againſt their will, 
And mix as much detraction as they can? 
Knows he, that faithleſs Fame her whiſper has, 
As well as trumpet ? that his vanity 
Is fo much tickled from not hearing all? 
Knows this all-knower, that from itch of praiſe, 
Or from an itch more ſordid, when he ſhines, 
Taking his country by five hundred ears, 
Senad Tt once Ka him, and deſpiſe, 

With modeſt laughter, lining loud applauſe, 
Which makes the {mile more norte) to his fame? 
His fame, which (like the mighty Cæſar) crown'd 

Wich Jaurels, in full ſenatc greatly falls, 

By ſceming friends, that honour and deſtroy. 
We riſe in glory. as we link 10 prid 

Where boaſting ends, there dignity begins: 


X 


. e 


2 
And yet miſtaken beyond all miſtake, 


The blind Lorenz's proud—of being proud; 
And dreams himſelf aſcending in his fall. 
An eminence, though fancy d, turns the brain; 
{ All vice wants hellebore; but, of all vice, 
Pride loudet? calls, and for the largeſt bowl 
4 D v2: Becauſc, 
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196 Tur CoMpLanxT, Night 8. 
Becauſe, all other vice unlike, it flies, 5 
In fact, the point in fancy moſt purſu'd. 
Who court applauſe, oblige the world in this; 
They gratify man's paſſion to refuſe. 
Superior honour, when aſſum'd, is loſt; 
Ev'n good men turn banditti, and rejoice, 5 
Like KovLi-Kax, in plunder of the proud. | 
Though ſomewhat diſconcerted, ſteady itil | 
To the world's cauſe, with half a face of joy, | 
Lorenzo cries, —+ Be then ambition caſt; | 
© Ambition's dearer far ſtands unimpeach'd, 1 
© Gay Pleaſure ! Proud Ambition is her ſave; | 
© For her, he loars at great, and hazards ill; 
For her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes ; | 
And paves his way, with crowns, to reach her {mile : 
© Who can reſiſt her charms ?*—Or, ſhall ? Lorenzo! 
What mortal ſhall reſiſt, where angels yield? 
Pleaſure's the miſtreſs of æthereal pow'rs z | 1 
For her contend the rival gods above; 
Pleaſure's the miſtreſs of the world below. 
And well it is for man that Pleaſure charms. 
How would all ſtagnate, but for Pleaſure's ray! 
How would the frozen ſtream of action ceaſe ! 
What is the pulſe of this ſo buſy world? 
The love of Pleaſure. That through every vein, 
'Throws motion, warmth $ and ſhuts out death from lite, 
Though various are the tempers of mankind, 
Pleaſure's gay family holds all in chains. 
Some molt affect the black; and ſome the fair; 
Some honeſt pleaſures court; and ſome obſcene. 
Pleaſures obſcene are various, as the throng 
Of paſſions, that can err in human hearts; 
Miſtake tneir objects, or tranſgreſs their bounds. 
Think you there's but one whoredom ? Whoredom, all, 
But when our reaſon licenſes delight. | 
Doſt doubt, Lorenzo? Thou ſnalt doubt ne more, : 
5 | hy 
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Hatred her brothel has, as well as Love, 


_ How knits Auſterity her cloudy brow, 


_ Virrus's AroLoGy, c. 197 | 
Thy father chides thy gallantries: yet hugs | 
An ugly common harlot, in the dark; 
A rank adulterer with others gold: | 
And that hag, Vengeanee, in a corner, charms. 


* 


Where horrid Epicures debauch i in blood. 


Whate'er the motive, Pleaſure is the mark: 


For her, the black aſſaſſin draws his ſword 3 

For her, dark ſtateſmen trim their midnight- lamp, 

To which no f ignal ſacrifice may falls, _ 

For her, the ſaint abſtains; the miſer ſtarvesz 

The Stoic proud, tor pleaſure. pleaſure ſcorn' d; 

For her, Affliction's daughters grief indulge, 

And find, or hope, a luxury in tears; 

For her, guilt, ſhame, toi}, danger, we defy, 

And, with an aim voluptuous, ruſh on death - © 

Thus univerſal her deſpotic power. 
And as her empire wide, her praiſe is juſt. 

Patron of Pleaſure! doater on delight! 

I am thy rival; Pleaſure I profeſs; 


Pleaſure the purpoſe of my gloomy ſong. 


Pleaſure is nought but Virtue's gayer name; 


J wrong her ſtill, I rate her worth too low; 


Virtue the root, and Pleaſure is the flower; 


'. And honeſt Epicurus toes were fools. 


But this ſounds harſh, and gives the wiſe offence z 
If o'erſtrain'd wiſdom fall retains the name, 


And blames, as bold and hazardous, the praiſe 

Of Faure to mankind, unprais'd, too dear! 

Ye modern Stoics! hear my ſoft reply ; 3 

Their ſenſes men will truſt: we can't impoſe; 

Or, if we could, is impoſition right? | 

Own honey ſweet ; but, owning, add this ſing; 

© When mix'd with Toiſon, it is deadly too. 

Truth never was indebted to a lie. 8 
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198 Tur CoMPLAINT, Night 8. 


Is nought but Virtue to be prais'd, as good? 
Why then is health prcierr'd before diſeaſe? 
What nature loves, is good without our leave; 
And where no future drawback cries, © Beware.? 
Pleaſure, though not from virtue, ſhould prevail, 
Tis balm to Ife, and gratitude to heaven: 
How cold our thanks tor bounties unenjoy'd ! 
The Love of Pleaſures is man's eldeſt born, 
Born in his cradle, living to his tomb 
Wiſdom, her younger ſiſter, though more grave, 
Was meant to miniſter, and not to mar, 
Imperia! pleaſure, queen of human hearts. 
LorExzZo « thou, her majeſty's renown'd, 
Though uncoift, counſel, learned in the world! 
Who think'ſt thyſelf a Monkar, with diſdain 
 May'ſt look on me. Yet, my Demoſthenes | 
Canſt thou plead pleaſure's cauſe as well as I? 
 Know'ſt thou her nature, purpoſe, parentage ? 
Attend my ſong, and thou ſhalt know them all; 
And know thyſelf; and know thyſclf to be 
(Strange truth) the moſt abſtemious man alive. 
Tell not CaLisTa; ſhe will laugh thee dead; 
Or ſend thee to her hermitage with L— 
Abſurd preſumption : thou, who never kane "t 
A ſerious thought! ſhalt thou dare dream of joy? 
No man &'er found a happy life by chance, 
Or yawn'd it into being, with a with; 
Or, with a ſnout of grov'ling Appetite, 
Fer ſmelt it out, and grubb'd it trom the dirt. 
An art it is, and muſt be learn'd ; ; and learn'd 
With unremitting effort, or be loſt; 
And leaves us perſect blockheads, 1 in our bliſs. 
The clouds may drop down titles and eſtates; 
Wealth may ſeek us; but Wildom muſt be BE; 
Sought before all ; but (how unlike all elſe 
We leck on earth ) 'tis never ſought in vain. 
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Firſt, Pleaſure's birth, riſe, ſtrength, and grandeur 
": 20E'2 3 N 


Brought forth by Wiſdom, nurs'd by Diſcipline, 


By Patience taught, by Perſcverance crown'd, 

She rears her head majeſticz round her throne, _ 
Erecicd in the boſom of the juſt, „ 
Each Virtue, liſted, forms her manly guard. 
For what are Virtues ! (formidable name!) 
What, but the fountain, or defence of joy? 
Why, then, commanded? need mankind commands, 
At once to merit, and to make, their bliſs: 
Great legiſlator ! ſcarce fo great, as kind! 
If men are rational, and love delight, 

Thy gracious law but tiatters human choice: 
In the tranſgreſſion lies the penalty z _ 
And they the moit indulge, who moſt obey. 

Of Pleaſure, next, the final cauſe explore; 
Its mighty purpoſe, its important end. 
Not to turn human brutal, but to build 


Divine on human, Pleaſure came from heaven. 


In aid to Reaſon was the goddeſs ſent, 

To call up all its ſtrength by ſuch a charm, 
Pleaſure, firſt, ſuecours Virtue 3 in return, 
Virtue gives Pleaſure an eternal reign. 

What, but the pleaſure of food, friendſhip, faith, 
Supports life nat'ral, civil, and divine? 

?Tis from the pleaſure of repaſt, we live; 
Tis from the pleaſure of applauſe, we pleaſe z 
Tis from the pleaſure of belief, we pray; 

(All pray'r would ceaſe, if unbeliev'd the prize): 
It ſerves ourſelves, our ſpecics, and our Gop z 
And to ſerve more, is paſt the ſphere of man. 
Glid, then, for ever, Pleaſure's ſacred ſtream ! 
Through Eden as Euphrates ran, it runs, 

And folters every growth of happy life; | 
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200 | Tus CoMPLAnNT. _ Night 8. 
Makes a new Eden where it flows; —but ſuch 


As muſt be loſt, Lozxexzo! by thy fall. 


© What mean 1 by thy fall! — Thou'lt ſhort! y ſee, 


While pleaſure? s nature is at large difplay'd ; 


Already ſung her origin, and ends. 
Thoſe glorious ends, by kind, or by degree, 


When pleaſure violates, tis chen a vice, 


And vengeance too; it haſtens into pain. 
From due refreſhment, life, health, reaſon, joy; 
From wild exceſs, pain, grief, diſtraction, death; 


Heaven's juſtice this proclaims, and that her love. 


What greater evil can I with my foe, 


Than his full draught of pleaſure, from a caſk 


Unbroach'd by juſt authority, ungaug'd 
By temperance, by reaſon unretin'd? _ 
A thouſand demons lurk within the lee. 


Heaven, others, and ourſelves ! uninjur'd theſe, 
Drink deep; the deeper, then, the more divine; 
Angels are angels from indulgence there; 
Tis unrepenting pleaſure makes a god. 

Doſt think thyſelf a god from other joys ? 
A victim rather! ſhortly ſure to bleed. 
The wrong muſt mourn: can heaven's appointments 
Gan man outwit Omnipotence ? ſtrike out (fail? 
A ſelf-wrought happineſs unmeant by him 
Who made us, and the world we would enjoy ? 
Who forms an inſtrument, ordains from whence 
Its diſſonance, or harmony, ſhall riſe. 


Heaven bid the foul this mortal frame inſpire z 3 


Bid virtue's ray divine inſpire the ſoul, 
With unprecarious flows of vital joy 
And, without breathing, man as well might hope 
For life, as, without piety, for peaee. 

« Is Virtue, then, and Piety the ſame ? 
No; piety is more; 'tis virtue's ſource; . 
Mother of every worth, as that of joy. 
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Virtues Arolocr, Sc. 221 


Men of the world this doctrine ill digeſt : 
They ſmile at picty ; yet boaſt aloud 
Good will to men; nor know, they ſtrive to part 
What nature joins; and thus con fute themſelves. 
With piety begins all good on earth; 
*Tis the firſt-born of rationality. | 
Conſcience, her firſt law broken, wounded lies; . 
* Enfcebled, lifeleſs, impotent to good; 
A feign'd affeQion bounds her utmoſt pow'r, 
Some we can't love, but for tt? Almighty's ſake ; 
A foe to God was ne&er true friend to man 
Some ſmiſter intent taints all he does; 
And in his kindeſt actions, he s unkind. | 

On piety, humanity is built; 
And, on humanity, much happineſs; 
And yet {till more on piety itſelf. 
A ſoul in commerce with her Gop, is heaven g 
Feels not the tumults and the ſhocks of life, 
The whirls of patſions, and the ſtrokes of Heart, 
A Deity believ d, is joy begun; 
A Deity ador'd, is joy advanc'ds 
A Deity belov'd, is joy matur d. 
Each branch of picty delight inſpires: 
Faith builds a bridge from this world to the neut, 
O'er death's dark gulf, and all its horror hides z 
Praiſe the ſweet exhalation of our joy, 
That joy exalts, and makes it ſweeter ſtill; 
Pray'r ardent opens heaven, lets downs a 'fiream 
Of glory on the conſecrated hour 
Of man, in audience with the Dei 
Who worſhips the great God, that aftant? joins 
The firſt in heaven, and {ts his foot on hell. 
Lonexzo! when waſt thou at church before! 
Tnou think'{t the ſervice long: but is it juſt? . 
Though jute un welcome: thou hadſt rather tread 
Unhallow'd ground the muſe, to win thing car, 
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140 4 Muſt take an air leſs ſolemn. She complies. 
£97 BL Good conſcience! at the found the world retires; 
| i Verſe diſaffects it, and Lorenzo ſmiles: | 
$4118 Yet has ſhe her feraglio full of charms; fd 
J 4 1 And ſuch as age ſhall heighten, not impair, 

: Art thou dejected ? 13 thy mind o'ercaſt ? 

Amid her fair ones, thou the faireſt chuſe, 


| To chaſe thy gloom “ Go, fix ſome weighty truth; 

f | Chain down ſome paſſion; do ſome gen'rous good; 

% Teach ignorance to ſee, or grief to {mile 3 nf 
Correct thy friend; befriend thy greater foe; f 
« Or, with warm heart and confidence divine, : 
% Spring up, and lay ſtrong hold on him who made 


1 thee.. 

[10+ Thy gloom is ſcatter'd, fprightly ſpirits flow; ; 
Wo Though wither'd is thy vine, and harp unſtrung. a 
. Doſt call the bowl, the viol, and the dance, ; 
2 Loud mirth, mad laughter! wretched comforters? | 
y Phyſicians ! more than half of thy diſeaſc. 
' _ ___- Laughter, though never cenſur'd yet as fin, ? 
(Pardon a thought that only ſeems ſevere), | 
Is half immortal. Is it much indulg'd ? { 
By venting ſpleen, or diſſipating thought, k 
| It ſhews a ſcorner, or it makes a fool; | 
dl And fins, as kurting others, or ourſe]ves. | 
Wi #1 "Tis pride, or emptineſs: applies the ſtraw, 5 

E That tickles little minds to mirth effuſe; 


| Of grief approaching the portentous ſign! 
4-1 The houſe of laughter makes a houſe of woe. 
| 1 A man triumphant is a monſtrous ſight; 
1 A man dejected is a ſight as mean, 

| * What cauſe for triumph, where ſuch ills abound ? 

I What for dejection, where preſides a pow'r, 

| Who call'd us into being to be bleſs'd ? 

f So grieve, as conſcious grief may riſe to joy; f 
| So joy, as conſcious to grief jo may fl, ö 

| | Moſt 
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Moſt true, a wiſe man never will be ſad; 
But neither will ſonorous, bubbling mirth, 


A ſhallow ſtream of happineſs betr ay: 


Too happy to be Parties he's feren es. 

Yet wouldſt thou laugh? (but at thy own erpence), 
This counſel. {range ſhould I preſume to give — N 
„ Retire, and read thy Bible, to be gay. 

There truths abound of ſov? reign aid to peace; 
Ah! do not prize them leſs, becauſe inſpir'd, 
As thou, and On: are apt and proud to dos 
If not inſpir'd, that pregnant Page had ſtood. 


- Time's wafers 1 and the wonder of the wife! ' 


Thou thinKit, perhaps; thy ſoul alone at ſtake; 5 
Alas! —ſhould men miſtake thee for a fool: 

What man of taſte for genius, wiſdom, truth, 
Though tender of thy tame, could interpoſe ? 1 
Believe me, tenſe, here, acis a double part, 

And the true critic is a chriſtian too. 

But theſe, thou think'ſt, are gloomy paths to joy,— 
True joy in ſunſhine ne'er was found at firſt 1 


They, firſt, themſelves offend, who greatly pleaſe; 5 


And travel only gives us ſound repoſe. 

Heaven ſells all pleaſure; effort is the price; 

The joys of conqueſt, are the joys of man 

And glory the vietorious laurel ſpreads 

O'er pleaſure's pure, perpetual, placid ſtream. 
There is a time, when toil muſt be preferr'd, 

Or joy, by mil-tim'd fondneſs, is undone. 


A man of meaſure 1 is a man of pains. 


Thou wilt! not take the trouble to be bleſs'd. 
Falſe joys, indeed, are born from want of thouglit; 
From thought's full bent, and energy, the true; 


And that demands a mind .in equal poize, 
Remote from gloomy grief, and glaring joy. 


Much joy not only ſpcaks ſmall happineſs, 
But bappineſs that ſhortly muſt expire. 55 
G0 5 Cai 
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Can joy, unbottom'd in reflection ſtand? 
And, in a tempeſt, can retlection live? 

Can joy, like thine, ſecure itſelf an hour? 

Can joy, like thine, mect accident unſhock' d? 
Or ope the door to honeſt poverty ? | 
Or talk with threat'ning deathly, and not turn pale: 
In ſuch a world, and ſuch a nature, theſe 

Are needful fundamentals of delight: 

"Theſe fundamentals give delight indeed; 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable; 

Delight, unſhaken, maſculine, divine; 

A conſtant, and a found, but ſerious joy. 

Is joy the daughter of ſeverity ? 

It 1s,—Yet far my doctrine from ſevcre. 

o* Rejoice for ever 3” it becomes a man; 
Exalts, and ſets him nearer to the gods. 
„ Rejoice for ever, nature cries, + Rejoice z” 
And drinksto man, in her nectareous cup, 
Mix'd up of delicates for every ſeuſe 3 

To the great founder of the bounteous feaſt, 
Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praiſe ; 

And he that will not pledge her, is a churl, 

III firmly to ſupport, good fully taſce, 

Is the whole ſcience of felicity. 

Yet ſparing pledge ; her bowl is not the beſt 
Mankind can boaſt.— A rational repaſt ; 

' *© Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arms, 

„A military diſcipline of thought, 5 

« To foil temptation in the doubtful field; 
And ever-walking ardour for the right,” 

*Tis theſe firſt give, then guard, a chearful heart, 
Nought that is right, think little; well aware, 
What reaſon bids,. God bids 3 by his command 
How ag -randiz'd the ſmalleſt thing we do! 
Thus, nothing is inſtpid to the wiſe z 


Virtues Apol ov, Se. 20 


10 thee, inſipid all, but what is mad; 

Joys ſeaſon'd high, and taſting ſtrong of guilt. 

Mad! (thou reply'ſt, with indignation fir'd) 

« Of ancient lages proud to tread the ſteps, 

l follow nature.” —Follow nature till, 

But look it be thine own. Is conſcience, then, 
No part of nature ? is ſhe not ſupreme : ? 

Thou regicide ! O raiſe her from the dead! 
Then follow nature; and reſemble Gop. 
When, ſpite of conſcience, pleaſure is purſu'd, 
Man's nature is unnaturally pleas'd: 

And what's unnatural, is painful too 

At intervals, and muit diſguſt ev'n thee ! 

The fact thou know'ſt; but not, perhaps, the cauſe. 
Virtue's foundations with the world's were laid; 
Heaven miz'd her with our make, and twiſted doſe 
Her ſacred int'reſts with the ſtrings of life. 
Who breaks her awful mandate, ſhocks himſelf, 

His better ſelf. And is it greater pain, 

Our ſoul ſhould murmur, or our duſt repine ? 

And one, in their eternal war, muſt bleed _ 
If one mult ſutfer, which ſhould Jeaft be ſpar'd ? 
The pains of mind ſurpaſs the pains of ſenſe: | 
Aſk, then, the gout, what torment is in guilt. 
The joys of ſenſe to mental joys are mean: 

Senſe on the preſent only feeds; the foul 

On paſt and future forages for j joy. 

Tis hers, by retroſpect, through time to range; : 
And forward time's great ſequel to ſurvey. 

zould human courts take vengeance on the mind, 

Axes might ruſt, and racks and gibbets fall: 

Guard, then, thy mind, and leave the reſt to fate. 
Lonezo ! wilt thou never be a man ? 

The man is dead, who for the body lives, 
Lur'd, by the beating of his pulſe, to lit 
With every luſt, that wars 3 9 his peace 3 
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And ſets him quite at variance with himſelf. 
Thyſclf firſt know, then love. A ſelf there is 
Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms. 
A ſelf there is, as fond of every vice, 
While every virtue wounds it to the heart; 
Humility degrades it, juſtice robs, 
Bleſs'd bounty beggars it, fair truth e 
And godlike magnauimity deſtroys. 
This lelf, when rival to the former, ſcorn; 
When not in competition, kindly tread, 
Defend it, feed it.—But when virtue bids, 
Tos it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. 
And why? *'Tis love of pleaſure bids thee bleed; 
Comply, or own ſelſ- love eztin& or blind. 
For what is vice ? Selflove in a miſtake; 
A poor blind merchant buying joys too — 2 
And virtue, what? Tis ſelf.love in her wits, 
uite ſkilful in the market of delight. 


Seli-love's good ſenſe is love of that dread pow 155 


From whom ſhe ſprings, and all ſhe can enjoy. 
Other ſelf-love is but diſguis'd ſelf-hate; 
More mortal than the malice of our foes 3 j 


A ſelf- hate, now, ſcarce felt; then, felt full- ſore, 


When being, curs d; ; extinction, loud implor'd : 
And every thing preierr'd to what we are. 

Yet this ſelf-love Logexzo makes his choice ; 
And, in this choice triumphant, boaſts of joy. 
How is his want of happineſs detray' d, 

By diſaffection to the pre:ent hour! 
Imagination wanders far afield ; 
The future pleaſes: why? the preſent pains.—- 


© But that's a ſecret.'—Yes, which all men knou-; 3 


And know from thee, diſcover'd unawares. 
Thy ceaſeleſs agitation, reſtleſs rolls 

From cheat to cheat, impatient of a pauſe; 
What is it? — Tis the cradle of the 5 ul, 
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Frdm inſtin& ſent, to rock her in diſeaſe, 
Which her phyſician reaſon, will not cure. 
A poor e: *pedient yet thy beſt; and while 
It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. 
Such are Lorexnzo's wretched remedies ! 
The weak have remedies z the wile have joys. 
Superior wiſdom is ſuperior bliſs. 
And what ſure mark diſtinguiſhies the wile ? 

Conſit:nt wiſdom ever wills the ſame ; 
Thy fickle wiſh is ever on the wing. 
Sick of herſelf, is folly's character ; 

As wiſdom's is, a modeſt ſelf-applauſe. 
A change of evils is thy good ſupreme z 
Nor, but in motion, canſt thou find thy reſt. 


| Man's greateſt ſtrength is ſhewn in ſtanding ſtill. 


The firſt ſure ſymptom of a mind in health, 
Is reſt of heart, and pleaſure felt at home. 
Falſe pleaſure from abroad her joys imports; 
Rich from within, and ſelf-ſuſtain'd, the tr ue. 
The true is fix'd, and ſolid as a ruck; z 
Slipp'ry the falſe, and toſſing as the wave. 


This, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cai 


That, like the fabled, ſelfenamour' d boy, 
Home-contemplation her ſupreme delight z 
She dreads an interruption from w ichout, 


Smit with her own condition; and the more 


Intenſe ſhe gazes, ſtill it charms the more. 
No man is happy, till he thinks, on earth 
There breathes not a more happy t han himſelf ; 


Then envy dies, and love o'erilows on all; 
And love o 'crflowing makes an angel here; a 


Such angels all, intitled to repoſe 


On him who governs fate. Though tempeſt frowns, 


Though nature ſhakes, how ſoft to lean on heaven! 
To lean on him, on whom archangels lean ! 
With inward eyes, and ſilent as the grave, | 
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208 Tur CoMPLAinT. __ Nigtts. 
They ſtand collecting every beam of thought, . 
Till their hearts kindle with divine delight; 
For all their thoughts, Iike angels ſeen of old 
In Iſrael's dream, come from and go to heaven : 
Hence, are they ſtudious of {equeſter'd ſcenes 
While noiſe and diſſipation comfort thee. | 
Were ail men happy, revellings would ccaſc. 
Thet opiate for inquietude within, SS 
Lorenzo! never man was truly bleſs'd, * 
But it compos'd, and gave him ſuch a caſt, f 
As felly might miſtake for want of joy; 
A caſt, unlike the triumph of the proud; 
A modeſt aſpect, and a ſmile at heart. 
O for a joy from thy Philander's ſpring ! 
A ſpring perennial, riſing in the breaſt, 
And permanent, as pure! no turbid ſtream 
Of rapt'rous exultation ſwelling bigh 3 _ 
Which, like land-tloods, impetuous pour a while, 
Then ſink at once, and leave us in the mire, | 
What does the man, who tranſient joy prefers ? 
What, but prefer the bubbles to the ſtream ! 
Vain are all ſudden ſallies of delight; 
Convulſions of a weak, diſtemper'd joy, 
Joy's a fix'd ſtate; a tenour, not a ſtart. 
Bliſs there is none, but unprecarious bliſs : 
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That is the gem; ſell all, and purchaſe that. 4 
Why go a begging to contingencies * 
ot gain'd with eaſe, nor ſafely lov'd, if gain'd ? j 
At good fortuitous, draw back, and paule 1 
Suſpect it; what thou can'ſt enſure, enjoy; 1 
And nought but what thou giv'ſt thyſelf, is ſure. 13 
Reaſon perpetuates joy that reaſon gives, 1 
And makes it as immortal as herſelf: = 
To mortals, nought immortal, but their worth. BB, 
Worth, conſcious worth! ſhould abſolutely reign ; I ( 
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And other joys aſk leave for their approach 
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For works of curious art and ancient fame 
f - 
- Thy genius hungers, elcgantly pain'd 
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Nor, une xamin'd, ever leave obtain. 
Thou art all anarchy; a mob of joys 
Wage war, and periſh in inteſtinc broils; 
Not the leaſt promile of internal peace! 
No boſom comfort! or unborrow'd bliſs! 
Thy tliouglits are vagabonds; all outward bound, 
Mid ſands, and rocks, and ſtorms, to cruiſe for pleaſ ure: 
If gain'd, dear bough 1t; and better miſs'd than gain'd, 
Much pain muſt ez zpiate, what muchpa in procur d. 
Fancy and ſenſe from an infected ſhore, 
Thy cargo bring; and peſtilence, the prize: 
Then, ſuch thy Third, (inſatiable thirſt ! 
By fond indulgeric butt inflam'd the more) 
Fancy ſtill cruiſes, when poor ſenſe is tir'd. 
Imagination 18 the Paphian ſhop, | 
Where feeble happinets, like VULCAN, lame, | — 
Bids foul ideas, in their dark receſs, : 1 
And hot is hell (v hich kindfed the black fires), 
With wanton art, thoſe fatal arrows form, 
Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and fame, 
Wouldſt thou receive them, other thoughts there are 
On angel- wing, deſcending from above, 
Which theſe, with art divin ie, would oder. 
And form ecleſtial armour for thy peace. 
In this is ſeen imagination's guilt: 
But who can count her follies? She betrays thee, 
To think in Ly andcur there is ſomething great. 


r 


And foreign climes muſt cater fer thy tal es 
3 what Ciſaſter Though the price was paid, 
hat perſecuting priefl, the Turk of Rome, 
wes foot, (ye gods!) tho' cloven, muſt be kiſs'd, 
/ Dctain' d thy dinner on the Latian ſhore 
(Such is the fate of honeſt proteſtayts 1) 
And poor magniſicence is ſtarv'd to death _. 
Bd. | Hence, 
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Hence, juſt reſentment, 1 indignation, ite !— 
Be pacify'd ; if outward things are great, 
Tis magnanimity great things to ſcorn; 
Pompous expences, and parades auguſt, 
And courts; that inſalubrious ſoil to peace. 
True happineſs ne'er enter'd at an eye; 
'True happineſs reſides in things unſcen. 

No {miles of fortune ever bleſs'd the bad, 
Nor can her frowns rob innocence of joys; 
That jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor + 
So tell his holineſs, and be FCVEng,' d. 


Pleaſure, we both agree, is man's cuief good; 


Our only conteſt, what deſerves the name, 


Give pleaſure's nameto nought, but what bas paſs'd 
Th' authentic ſeal of reaſon, (which, like Yorke, 


Demurs on what it paſſes), and defies 

The tooth of time; when Paſt, a pleaſure {till ; 
Dearer on trial, lovelier for its agc, 

And doubly to be priz'd, as it promotes 
Our future, while it forms our preſent joy. 
Some joys the future overcaſt 3 and ſome 


Throw all their beams that way, and gild the tomb. 


Some joys endear eternity; ſome give 
Abhorr'd annihilation dreadful charms. 
re rival joys contending for thy choice? 
Conſult thy whole exiſtence, and be ſafe; 
That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 
Short is the leſſon, though my lecture long, 
Be good—and let heaven anſwer for the reſt. 
Yet, with a gh o er all mankind, I grant, 
In this our day of proof, our land of hope, 
'Fhe good man has his clouds that intervene : 
Houds, that obſcure his ſublunary day, 
o_ never conquer. Ey'n the beſt muſt on, 
Patience, and reſignation, are the Pillars 
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Of human peace, on earth. The pillars, theſe z 


But thoſe of Seth not more remote from thee, 
Till this heroic leſſon thou haſt learn'd ; 

To frown at pleaſure, and to ſmile in pain. 
Fir'd at the proſpect of unclouded 22 
Heaven in reverſion, like the ſun as yet 
Beneath the horizon, chears us in this world; 
It ſheds, on ſouls ſuſceptible of light, 

The glorious dawn of our eternal day. 

This (ſays Loxtxzo) is a fair harangue: 


hut can harangues blow back ſtrong nature's ſtream, 
© Or item the tide heaven puſhes through our veins, 
© Which ſweeps away man's impotent reſolves, 


And lays his labour level with the world ? 


Themſelves men make their comment on mankind ; 
And think nought is, but what they find at home : 

Thus weakneſs to chimæra turns the truth. 

Nothing romantic has the muſe preſcrib d. 


* Above, Lorenzo ſaw the man of earth, 

The mortal man; and wretched was the ſight. 
To balance that, to comfort, and exalt, 

Now fee the man immortal: him, I mean, 


| Who lives as ſuch ; whoſe heart full bent on heaven, 


Leans all that way, his bias to the ſtars. 


The world's dark ſhades, in contraſt ſet, ſhall riſe 


His luſtre more; though bright, a eh a ſoil: 


Obſerve his awful portrait, and admire z 


Nor ſtop at wonder; imitate, and live. | 
Some angel guide my pencil, while I draw, 
What nothing leſs than angel can exceed, 
A man on earth devoted to the ſkies, 
Like {tips at ſea, while in, above the world. 
| Da: 
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With aſpect mild, and elevated eye, 
Behold him ſeated on a mount lerene, 

Above the fogs ct lente, and paſſion's ſtorm 3 
All the black cares and tumuits of this life, 
Like harmlceis thunders, breabing at his feet, 
Excite his pity, not impair His PEACE. 


Earth's genuine tons the iceued, and the ſlave, 


Ami ingled mob! a wand' ring berg? he Tees 
Bewilder'd in the vale 3 in all; unlike 


His full reverſe in all! What higher 3 2 


What fironger demonſiration of the right? 

The preſent all their care; the future, his. 
When public welfare calls, or private want, 
They give to fame; his bounty he conceals, 
Their virtues varniſh nature; his exalt. 
Mankind's efteem they court; and he, his own. 
Theirs, the wild chace of ſalfe felicities; 

His, the compos'd poſleſſion of the true. 

Alike throughout is his conſiſtent peace, 

All of one colour, and an even thread; 

While party-colour'd ſhreds of happineſs, 

With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe; each putt of Fortune blows 
The tatters by, and ſhews their nakedneſs. 


He ſees with other eyes thari-theirs : where they 


Behold a ſun, he ſp1cs a Deity 3 

What makes them only ſmile, makes him adorc. 
Where they ſee mountains, he bat atoms ſees ; 
An empire, in his batance, weighs a grain, 
They things terreſtrial worſhip, as divine 

His hopes immortal blow them by, as duſt, 
That dims his tight, and ſhortens his ſurvey, 
Which longs, in infinite, to loſe all bound; 
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 

He lays afide, to find his dignity ; 


No dignity they Bud i in avght 8 
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They triumph in ezternals, (which conceal 
Man's real glory,) proud of an eclipſe. 
Himſelf too much he prizes to be proud, 
And nothing thinks ſo great in man, as man. 
Too dear he holds his int'reſt, to 3 | 
another's welfare, or his right invade ; $ 
Their int'reſt, Ike a lion, lives on prey. 
They kindle at the ſhadow of a wrong; 


Wrong he ſuſtains with temper, looks on heaven, 


Nor ſtoops to think his injurer his foe 3 

Nought, but :vhat wounds his virtue, wourids his peace. 
A cover'd heart their character defends 

A cover'd heart denies him half his praiſe. 

With nakedneſs his innocence agrees; 

While their broad foliage teſtifies their fall. 

Their no-joys end, where his full feaſt begins; 

Flis joys create, theirs murder, future blits. 


Jo triumph in ezittence, his alone; 


And his alone, triumphantly to think 

His true exilience 1 is not yet begun. 

lis glorious courſe was, yſterday, complete; 

Death, then, was welcome; yet life ſtill is ſweet. 
But nothing charms LokENZO, like the firm, 


Undaunted breaſt.— And whole is that high praiſe 


They yield to pleaſure, though they danger brave, 
And ſhew no fortitude, but in the ficid ; 
If there they ſhew it, tis for glory ſhewn ; 
Nor will that cordial always man their hearts. 
A cordial his ſuſtains, that cannot fail; 
= pleaſure unſubdu'd, unbroke by puin, 

e ſhares in that omnipotence he truſts; 
Ae all-attempting,, till he falls; ; 
And when he falls, wrices vici on his ſhiclel, 
From magnanimity, all fear above; 
From nobler recompenſe, above applauſe; f 
Wich owes to man's ſliort out-look all its charms. 


Backward 
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214 Tur Coup Arr. Night 8. 
Backward to eredit what he never felt, 8 
LORENZO cries, Where fhines this miracle?“ 
From what root riſes this immortal man? 
A root that grows not in Lorexzo's ground 
The root diſſcct, nor wonder at the tiower«. - 
He follows Nature (not like * thee), and ſhews us, 
An uninverted ſyſtem of a man. 
His Appetite wears Reaſon's golden chain, 
And finds, in due reſtraint, its luxury. 
His Paſſion, like an eagle well reclaim'd, 
Is taught to fly at nought, but infinite, 
Patient his Hope, unanxious is his Care, 
His Caution fearleſs, and his Grief (if grief 


The gods ordain)* a ſtranger to deſpair. 


And why ?—Becauſe affection more than meet, 
His wiſdom leaves not diſengag'd from heaven. 
hoſe ſecondary goods that ſmile on earth, 

He, loving in proportion, loves in peace. 

They moſt the world enjoy, who leaſt admire. 
His underſtanding *ſeapes the common cloud 

Of fumes, ariſing from a boiling breaſt. 

His head is clear, becauſe his heart is cool, 


By worldly competitions uninflam'd. 


The mod'rate movements of his ſoul admit 
Diſtinct ideas, and matur'd debate, 
An eye impartial, and even ſcale 


Whence judgment ſound, and unrepenting choice. 


Thus, in a double ſenſe, the good are wile 3 
On its own dunghill, wiſer than the world. 
What, then, the world? It muſt be doubly weak; 
Strange truth ! as ſoon would they believe their creed. 
Yet thus it is; nor otherwiſe can be; 
So far from aught romantic, what I ſing. 
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Bliſs has no being, virtue has no ſtrength, 
But from the proſvect of immortal life. 
Who think earth all or (what weighs juſt the fame) 
Who care no farther, muſt prize what it yields; 
Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades. 
Who thinks earth nothing, can't its charms admire 
He can't a foe, though moſt malignant, hate, 
Becauſe that hate would prove his greater foe. 
*Tis hard for them (yet who fo loudly boaſt 


Good. will to men?) to love their deareſt friend; 


For may not he invade their good ſupreme, 


Where the leaſt jealouſy turns love to gall ? 


All ſhines to them, that for a ſcaſon ſhines. 
Each act, each thought, he queſtions, + What its e 
& Its colour what, a thouſand ages hence?“ 


And what it chere appears, he deems it now. 


Hence, pure are the receſſes of his ſoul. 


The God-like man has nothing to conceal, 


His virtue, conſi:tytionally deep, 

Has Habit's firmneſs and Affection's flame 

Angels, ally'd, deſcend to feed the fire 

And Death, which others ſlay, makes him a god. 
And now, Lorexzo ! bigot of the world! 

Wont to diſdain Poor bigots caught by heaven! 

Stand by thy ſcorn, and be reduc'd to nought: 


For what art thou? Thou boaſter ! while thy glare, 


Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth, 
Like a broad miſt, at diſtance, ſtrikes us moſt; 


And like a miſt, is nothing when at hand; 


His merit. like a mountain, on approach, 
Swells more, and riſes nearer to the ſkies, 


By promiſe, now, and by poſſeſſion, ſoon, 


(Too ſoon, too much, it cannot be) his own. 
From this thy juſt enathilation riſe, 
Lorenzo | riſe to ſomething, by reply. 


The world, thy client, N and e i 
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And Iongs to crown thee with immortal praite, 
Canſt thou be ſilent? No; for Wit is thine 3 
And Wit talks moit, when leaſt ſhe has to lay 5 
And Reaſen interrupts not her career. 
She'll fay----That miſts above the mountains rite 3 
And, with a thoutand pleaſantries, amuſe; 
She'II ſparkle, puzzle, futter, raiſe a duſt, 
And fly conviction, in the duſt ſhe rais'd. 

Wit, how delicious to man's dainty taſte! 
Jis Precious, as the vehicle of Senſe ; 
But, as its ſubſtitute, a dire diſeaſe. ' 
Pernicious talent! flatter'd by the world, 

Zy the blind world, which thinks the talent rare. 
Wiſdom is rare, Lonzxzo! Wit abounds 3 
Paſſion can give it; ſometimes wine inſpires 
The lucky flathz and madneſs rarely fails. 
Whatever le the ſpirit ſtrongly ſtirs, 


Confers the bays. and rivals thy renown: . 


For thy renown, 'twere well, was this the worſt; 
Chance often hits it; and, to pique thee more, 
Sce Dulneſs, blund'ring on vivacities, 

Shakes her ſage head at the calamity, 

Which has expos'd, and let her down to thee. 
But wiſdom, awful wiſdom ! which inſpects, 
Diſcerns, compares. weighs, ſeparates, infers, 
Seizes the right, and holds it to the laſt; 

How rare! in ſenates, ſynods, ſought f in vain; 
Or, if there found, 'tis ſacred to the few; 
While a lewd proſtitute to multitudes, 


Frequent, as fatal, Wit. In civil life, 


Wit makes an enterpriſer: Senſe, a man; 


Wit hates authority; commotion loves, 


And thinks herſelf the lightning of th. ſtorm. 
In ſtates, tis dangerous; in religion, death: 
Shall Wit turn Chrif an, when the dull believe? 
Scuſe is our helmet, Wit is but the pluine; 
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The plume expoſes, tis our helmet ſaves. 
Senſe is the di'mond, weighty, ſolid, ſound ; 
When cut by Wit, it caſts a brighter beam 


| 7 
'Yet, Wit apart, it is a di'mond ſtill. | 


Wit, widow'd-vf Good-Senſe, is worſe than nouglt ; 


It hoiſts more ſails to run againſt a rock. 

Thus, a Half-CaesTeRFIELD is quite a fool; 

Whom dull fools ſcorn, and bleſs their want of wit. 
How ruinous the rock I warn thee ſhun, 

Where Sirens ſit, to ſing thee to thy fate! 

A joy, in which our reaſon bears no part, 

Is but a ſorrow tickling, e'er it ſtings. 

Let not the cooings of the World allure thee ; 

Which of her lovers ever found her true? 

Happy! of this bad world who little know !—— 

And yet, we much mult know her, to be ſafe. 

To know the world, not love her, is thy point: 

She gives but little, nor that little, long. 


There is, I grant, a triumph of the pulſe 


A dance of fpirits, a mere troth of joy, 

Our thoughtleſs agitation's idle child; 

That mantles high, that ſparkles, and expires, 
Leaving the ſoul more vapid than before 


An animal ovation ? ſuch as holds 


No commerce with our reaſon, but ſubſiſts 


On juices, through the well ton'd tubs, well ſtrain'd; 


A nice machine! ſcarce ever tun'd aright: 

And when it jars—thy Sirens {ing no more, 

Thy dance is done; the demi-god is thrown 

{Short apetheofis :) beneath, the man, 

In coward gloom immers'd, or fell deſpair. 
Art thou yet dull enough deſpair to dread, 

And itartle at deſtruction ? If thou art, | 

Accept a buckler, take it to the field; 

{A field of battle is this mortal lite !) 

When danger threatens, ay it on thy heart ; 

_ 


— — 
« 


Aligle 


— 
1 
— 


0 N — — „„ oo. EI 
7 


3 EO RT 
- & 


218 Ind Gompl. AI Wr. Night 8. 
A ſingle ſentence proof againſt the world, 
2 Soul, body, fortune! ev" ry good pertains 
Jo one of theſe 3 but prize not all alike; 
The goods of for tune to thy body's health, 
Body to foul, and ſoul ſubmit 8 God.” : : 
Wouldſt thou build laſting happineſs ? do this; | 
Ti inverted pyramid can never ſtand. | 
Is this truth doubtful? It outfhines the ſun; { 
Nay, the ſun ſhines not, but to ſhew us this, 
The fingle k:flon of mankind on earth. | | 
And yet—Yet, what? No news! mankind is mad i 
Such mighty numbers lift againſt the right, | 
(And what can't numbers, when bewiteh'd, atchieve?) 
They talk themſelves to ſomething like belief, 
That all earth's joys are theirs: as Athen's fool | 
Grinn'd from the port, on ev'ry fail his ow un. | 
They grin; but wherefore ? and how ug the 
| laugh: * 
Half ignorance, their mirth; and half, a ne; ; 
To cheat the world, and cheat themſelves, they ſmile. 
Hard cither taſk ! T he moft abanden'd own, 
That others, if abandon'd, are undone : 
Then, for themſelves, the moment Reaſon wakes, | 
(And Providence denies it Jong repoſe), 
© bow laborious is their gaiety 
They ſearce can ſwallow their ebullient ſpleen, 
Scarce muſter pa ience to ſupport the farce, - 
And pump ſad laughter, till the curtain falls. 
Scarce, did I ſay? Some cannot ſit it out; l 
Oft their own daring hands the curtain draw, ! 
nd thew us what their joy, by their deſpair. 
5 
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The clotted hair! gor d breaft ! blaſpheming eye! 
Its impious fury ſtill alive in death !-— 

hut, ſhut the ſhocking ſcene-—But heaven denies | 
A cover to ſuch guilt ; and fo ſhould man. 
Look round, Logexzo : lee the W blade; 
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Th' invenom'd phial, and the fatal ball; = 
The ſtrangling cord, and ſuttocating {tream ; | 'Y 
The loathiame rottenneſs, and foal decays 
From raging riot, (flower fuicides !) 
And pride in theſe, more execrable ftill ! 
How horrid all to thought !-—but horrors theſe, 
That vouch the truth, and aid my feeble long. 

From vice, ſenie, fancy, no man can be bleſs'd; 
Bliſs is too great to lodge within an hour: 
When an immortal being aims at blifs, » 


Duration is eſſential to the name. 


O for a joy from Reaſon ! joy from that, | 

Which makes man man; and exeras'd aright, 

Will make him more: A bounteous joy! that given, — 
And promiſes; that weaves, with art divine, 1 
The richeſt proſpect into preſent peace : 

A joy ambitions ! joy in common held 


With thrones æthercal, and their greater far: | 
A joy high privileg'd from chance, time, death: g 
A. joy, which death fhall double! judgment crown! f 
Crown'd higher, and ſtill higher, at each ſtage, TT ' 


Through bleſs'd eternity's long day; yet ſtill, 
Not more remote from ſorrow, than from him, 
Whoſe laviſh hand, whoſe love ftupendous, pours 
So much of deity on guilty duſt, 

There, O my Lvucra! may 1 meet thee there. 
Where not thy prefence can improve my bliis ! 

_ Aﬀects not thus the ſages of the world? 

Can nought affect them, but what fools them too? 
Eternity, depending on an hour, 
Makes ſerious thought man's wiſdom, joy, and praiſe, * 
Nor need you bluth, (though ſemetimes your deligns 
May ſhun the light) at y · ur deſigns on heav'n 

Sole point! where over-baſhful is your blame. 

Are you not wiſe? Lou know you are: yet hear 
One truth, amid your num'rous ſchemes, miſlaid, 
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Or overlook'd, or thrown aſide, if ſeen ; 
+ Our ſchemes to plan by this world, or the next, 
© Is the ſole diff rence between wiſe and fool.“ 
All worthy men will weigh you in this ſcale; _ 
What wonder, then, if they pronounce you light? 
Is their eſteem alone not worth your care? 
Aceept iny ſimple ſcheme of common ſenſe ; | 
Thus, ſave your fame, and make two worlds your owns 
The world replies not; —but the world perſiſts; 
And puts the cauſe off to the longeſt day, 
Planning evaſions for the day of doom. 
So far, at that re-hearing, from redreſs, 
They then turn witneſſes againſt themſelves, 
Hear that, Lorenzo ! nor be wiſe to-morrow. 
| Haſte, haſte! a man, by nature, is in haſte; 
For who ſhall anſwer for another hour? 
*Tis highly prudent to make one ſure friend: 
And that thou canſt not do this ſide the ſkies. 
Ye ſons of earth! (not willing to be more!) 
Since verſe you think from pricitcraft ſomewhat free, 
Thus, in an age fo gay, the Muſe plain truths 
(Truths which at church you might have heard in proſe} 
Has ventur'd into light; well-pleas'd the verſe 
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain 3 
And crown her with your welfare, not your praiſe, 
But praiſe ſhe need not ſear: I fee my fate; 
And headlong leap, like CoRrius, down the gulf, 
Since many an ample volume, mighty tome, 
Muſt die; and die unwept: O thou minute, 
Devoted page! go forth among thy foes ; 
Go, nobly proud of martyrdom for truth, 
And die a double death. Mankind incens'd, 
Denies thee long to live; nc- ſhalt thou reſt, 
When thou art dead; in. Stygian ſhades arraign'd 
By Loucieex as traitor to his throne 


And bold blaſphemer of his friend. — TAE WorLD * 
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And volunteers around his banner ſwarm | 
Prudent, as Prvuss14, in her zeal for Gant. 
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The Wonkrp, whole legions coſt him ſlender pay, 


Are all, then, fools ?? LoxRxzo! cries—Yes, all, 


But ſuch as "hold this doctrine, (new to thee) 


The mother of true wiſdom is the wats. -- 
The nobleſt intellect, a fool without 1. a 


World -· wiſdom much has done, and more may & 


In arts and ſciences, in war and peace; 


But art and ſcience, like thy wealth will leave thee, 


| And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 
This is the moft indulgence can afford; 


© 'Thy wiſdom all can do. but make thee wiſe." 


Nor think this cenſure is ſevere on thee; 
Satan, thy maſter, I dare call a duncc. | 
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NIGHT the NINTH and LAST. 


THE CONSOLATION. 


Containing, among other things, 


I. A MORAL SURVEY OF THE NOCTURNAL 
HEAVENS. 


II. A NIGHT ADDRESS TO THE DEITT, 


HUMBLY INSCRIBED 


To His GRAck the Dok of NewcaAsTLE., 


Ties of State. 


Fatit contraria Fata rependen.. VIRHG- 


S when a traveller, a long day paſt 

In painful ſearch of what he cannot find, 
At night” 8 approach, content with the next cot, 
There ruminates a while his labour loſt; 
Then chears his heart with what his fate affords, 
And chants his ſonnet to deceive the time, 
il! the due ſeaſon calls him to repoſe : 
Thus I, long-travelFd in the ways of men, 
And dancing, with the reſt, the giddy maze, 
e diſappointment 20 at hope's career; 


arn d by „ of le ning ray, 


At 


one of his Majeſty's Principal Secreta- 
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At length have hous'd me in an humble ſhed, 
Where, future wand'ring baniſh'd, from my thought, 
And waiting, patient, the ſweet hour of reſt, 
I chaſe the moments with a ſerious ſong. | 
Song ſooths our Pains ; and age has pains to footh, 
When age, care, time, and friends embrac'd at heart, 
- |! Torn from my bleeding breaſt, and death's dark ſhade, 
Which hovers o'er me, queneh th' æthereal fire; 
Canſt thou, Q Nicur ! indulge one labour more? 
One labour more indulge : Then fleep, my ſtrain ! 
| Till haply wak'd by RargaeL's galden lyre, 
Al. Where night, death, age, care, time, and forrow * 
5 ceaſe, „ . ES 
' To bear a part in everlaſting lays; 8 | 
Though far, far higher ſet, in aim, I truſt, p 
Symphonious to this humble prelude here. | 
| Has not the muſe afferted pleaſures pure, 
1 Like thoſe above; exploding other joys? 
7 Weigh what was urg'd, Lorexzo! fairly weig k; a 
ta- And tell me, haſt thou cauſe te triumph till? [ 
I think thou wilt forbear a boaſt ſo bold. ö 
} But if, beneath the favour of miſtake, 
Thy Imile's fincere ; not more ſincere ean be 
LoRENzo's ſmile, than my compaſſion for him. 
The ſick in body call for aid; the ſick 
In mind are covetous of more diſeaſe ns | 
And, when at worſt, they dream themſelves quite well; ; 
To know ourſelves diſeas'd, is half our cure. 
When nature's blufh by cuſtom is wip'd off, 
And conſcience, deaden'd by repeated ſtrokes, 
Has into manners nat'ralg'd our crimes 3 
The curſe of curſes is, our curſe to love; 
To triumph in the blackneſs of our guilt, 
AAs Indians glory in the deepeſt jet), .. 
And throw aſide our ſenſes with our peace. 1 
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224 Tue CongsoLATION. Niglt 9. 
But, grant no guilt, no ſhame, no lead alloy; 


Grant joy and glory, quite unſully'd ſhone : 


Yet ſtill it ill deſerves LokhExZO's heart. 
No joy, no glory, glitters in thy ht, 
But through the thin partition of an hour, 
I ſee its ſables wove by deſtiny, 


And that in ſorrow bury'd ; this, in ſhame ; | 


While howling furies ring the doleful knell ; 

And conſcience, now ſo ſoft thou ſcarce canſt hear 

Her whiſper, echoes her eternal peal. 25 
Where the prime actors of the laſt year's ſcene; 

Their port ſo, proud, their buſkin, and their plume ? 

How many ſleep, who keep the world awake 

With luſtre, and with noiſe ? Has death proclaim'd 

A truce, and hung his ſated lance on high? 

*Tis brandiſh'd ſtill; nor ſhall the preſent year 


Be more tenacious of her human leaf, 


Or ff read of feeble life a thinner fall. 

But needleſs monuments to wake the thought ; 
Life's gayeſt ſcenes ſpeak man's mortality; 
Though in a ſtyle more florid, full as plain, 


As mauſoleums, pyramids, aud tombs, 


What are our nobleſt ornaments, but deaths 
Turn'd flatterers of lite, in paint, or marble, 
The well-ſtain'd canvas, or the featur'd ſtone ? 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the ſcene ; 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 
6 Profeſs'd diverſions !. cannot theſe eſcape?ꝰ 

Far from it. Theſe preſent us with a ſhroud 
And talk of death, like garlands o'er a grave. 


As ſome bold plunderers, for bury'd wealth, 
We ranſack tombs for paſtims 3 from the duſt 


Call up the ſleeping hero; bid him tread 
The ſcene for our amuſement. How like gods 
We ſit; and, wrapt in immortality, 
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What lengths of far fam d ages, bylow'd-high 
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Shed gen'rous tears on wyetches born to die; 
Their tate deploring, to forget our own ! 


What, all the pagmps and triumphs of our lives, 
But legacies in blotfom ? Our lean {ol}, 


Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities, 


From friends interr'd beneath; a rich manure ! 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead; 


Like other worms, ſhall we crawl on, nor know 


Our preſent frailties, or approaching fate? 
Loxexzo! ſuch the glories of the e 


What is the world ittelf? Thy world? — \ grave * , 


Where is the duſt that has not been alive? ? 

The ſpade, the plough, diſturb our anceſtors z 
From human mould we reap our daily bread. 
'The globe around Farth's hollow ſurface ſhakes, 
And is the ceiling of her ſleeping ſons. 

O'er Devaſtation we blind revels keep ; 

Whole bury'd towns ſupport the dancer's heel. 
The moiſt of human frame the ſun exhales; 
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Winds ſcatter, through tlie mighty void, the dry; 


Earth repoſſeſſes part of what ſhe gave, 
And the freed ſpirit mounts on wings of fire; 


Each clement partakes our ſoatter'd ipoils 3 ; 
As Nature wide, our ruins ſpread 3 man's death 


Inhabits all things, but the thought of man. 


Nor man alone: his breathing buſt expires, - 
His tomb is mortal; empires die, Where now 


The Roman? Greek? They ſtalk, an empty name ! 


Yet few regard them in this uſeful N : 
Though half our learning is their 3 


When down thy vale, unlock d by mi night- thought, 


That loves to wander in thy ſunlefs-realms, 
O Death! I ſtreich my view; what viſions riſe 1 


What triumphs : | tols imperial | arts divine! 


In wither'd laurels, glide before my ſight! 
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With human agitation, roll along 

In unſubſtantial images of air! 

The melancholy ghoſts of dead reflown, 
Whiſp'ring faint echoes of the world's applauſe, 
With penitential aſpect, as they pals; 

All point at earth, and hiſs at human pride, 
The wiſdom of the wiſe, and prancings of the” greats 

But, O Lorexzo ! far the reit above, 

Of ghaſtly nature, and enormous ſize, 

One formaftaults my fight, and chills my blood, 
And Aab $ my trame. Of one departed 1 

J tee the mi ighty ſadow; 002Y wreath 

And diſmal ſea-weed crown her; o'er her urn 
Reclin'd, ſhe weeps her deſolated realms, 
And bloated ſons; and, weeping, propheſies 
Another's diſſolution, ſoon, in flames: | 

But, like CassanDra, propheſies in vain ; 

In vein to many; not, I truſt, to thec. 

For know'it thou not, or art thou loth to know, 
The great decree, the counſel of the ſkies 2 
Deluge and conflagration, dreadful pow Ts! 
Prime miniſters of vengeance! chain'd in caves 
Dittin*t, apart the giant furies roar z 
Apart; or ſuch their horrid rage for ruin, 

In mutual conflict would they riſe, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devour'd. 
But not for this ordain'd their boundleſs rage: 
When heaven's inferior inſtruments of wrath, _ 
War, Famine, Peiulence, are found too weak 
To ſeourge a world for her enormous crimes, 
"Theſe are let looſc, alternate: down they ruſh, 
Swift and tempeſtuous, from th' eternal throne: 
With irreſiſtible commiſſioꝑ arm'd, 6 
The world, in vain corrected, to deſtroy, 
And eaſC creation gf the ſhocking ſcene. 

Szeft thou, Loxtxzo | what depends on man 


T4 


2 


The 


VE ANGIE eee eee 


4 
3 


— Wen 


e . 


Hut not of waters | At the deitin'd Hour: 

By the loud trumpet ſummon'd to the charge, | 
| See, all the ſormidable ſons of fire, a 
Exupitons, Farthquakes, Comets, Lightnings, play 


Ibeir blazing magazines and take, by itorm, 


Her ploughthare o'er creation While aloft, 
- Alore than aſtonifhment! if more can be ! 


Than &er was thought By man! far other ſtars ? 


Far other ſun !—A ſun, O how unlike 
The babe at Betſile'm! how. unlike the man 
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The fate of Nature ; as tor man, her birth. j 
_ Earth's ac hrs change Earth's tranſitory ſcenes, _ 
And make ercation groan with human guilt, -* £ ö 
How muſt it groany in a new deluge whelm'd, b 


Their various engines; all at once ditgorge 


This poor teneliriat cftad®$l of man. 
Amazing period ! when each mountain height 
Out-burns Veſuvius; rocks eternal pour 


,” Their melted mals, as rivers ence they pour'd ; 


Stars ruſh ; and final Ruin fiercely drives 


Far other firmament than &er was ſeen, 
Stars animate, that govern theſe of tize ; 
That groan'd on Calvary !—Yet He it is; 


That man of ſorrows! O how chang'd ! What pomp! X 
In grandeur terrible, all heaven deſcends ! 


And gods, ambitious, trimnph in his train. 


As monarchs grand, on coronation- days, 
Omnppotence affects omnipotence, 
Wears all his glories, marſhals all Eis pow' 785 6 
Their ſtate emblazes ! Diety ezalts ! e 
A ſwift archangel, with his golden wing, | 
As blots. and clouds, that darken and diſgrace 
The ſcene divine, ſweeps ſtars and ſuns aſide. 
And now, all droſs remov*d, heaven's own pure day, 
Full on the confines of our ether, fla mes: 
While (dr eadful contraſt ) far, how far bercath ! 

Ff.2 Hen, 
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Hell, burſting, belches forth her blazing ſeas, 
And ſtorms ſulphureous; her voracious jaws 
.Bzpanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 
Lortxzo! welcome to this ſcene; the laſt 
In nature's courſe ; the firit in wiſdom's thought; 
This ſtrikes, if aught can ftrike thee z this awakes 
The moſt ſupine ; this ſhatches man from death. 
Rouſe, rouſe, Lorenzo ! then, and follow me, 
Where truth, the moſt momentous man can hear, 
Loud calls the ſoul, and ardour wings her flight. 
I find my inſpiration in my theme 
The grandeur of my ſubje& is my muſe. 
At midnight, when mankind is wrapt in peace, 
And worldly Fancy feeds on golden dreams, 
To give more dread to man's moſt dreadful hour; 
At midnight, 'tis preſum'd, this pomp will burſt 
From tenfold darkneſs z ſudden as the ſpark 


Prom ſmitten ſteel ; from nitrous grain, the blaze. 


Man, ſtarting from his couch, ſhall ſleep no more! 
The day is broke, which never more {hall cloſe ! 
Above, around, beneath, amazement all ! 
Terror and glory join'd in their extremes! 
Our GOD in grandeur, and our world on fire ! 
All Nature ſtruggling in the pangs of death! 
Doſt thou not hear her ? doſt thou not deplore 
Her ſtrong convulſions, and her final groan ? 
Where are we now? Ah me: the ground is gone 


On which we ſtood, Loxexzo ! while thou may'ſt, 


Provide more firm fupport, or ſink for ever ! 


Where? How? From whence ? Vain hope! it is too 


late! : 1 
Where, where, for ſhelter, ſhall the guilty fly, 
When conſternation turns the good man pale? 


Great day! for which all other days were made; 
For which Earth roſe from Chaos; Man from Earth; 


And an Eternity, the dats of gods, 


Deſcended 


U 


As in a theatre, ſurround this ſcene, 
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Deſcended on poor earth created man! 

Great day of dread, deciſion, and deſpair! 

At thought of thee, each ſublunary wiſh ; 
Lets go its eager graſp, and drops the world; 
And catches at each reed of hope in heaven. 

At thought of thee And art thou abſent then? 


LonRxzO, no; tis here ;—it is begun; — 


Already is begun the grand aſſize, 


In thee, in all: deputed Conſcience ſcales 


The dread tribunal, and foreftalls our doom; 
Foreſtalls, and, by foretalling, proves it fare; 
Why on myſelf ſhould man void judgment pals ? 
Is idle Nature laughing at her ſons ? 

Who Conſcience ſent, her ſentence will ſupport, 


And GOD abeve aſſert that Gov in man. 


Thrice happy they! that enter now the court 
Heaven opens in their boſoms : but how rare! 
Ah me! that magnanimity, how rare! 

What hero, like the man who ſtands himſelf? 
Who dares to meet his naked heart alone? 
Who hears, intrepid, the full charge it brings, 
Re ſolv'd to ſilence future murmurs there? 

The coward flies; and, flying, is undone. 
(Art thou a coward ? No): The coward flies; 
Thinks, but thinks ſlightly; aſks, but fears to know; 
Aſks, “ What is truth?“ with Pil ars ; and retires; 
Diſſolves the court, and mingles with the throng 3 z 
Aſylum ſad! from reaſon, hope, and heaven! 
Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eye, 
For that great day, which was ordain'd for man? 


O day of conſummation! mark ſupreme 


(If men are wile) of human thought ! nor leaſt, 
Or in the fight of angels, or their KING! 
Angels, whole radiant circles, height o'er height, 
Order o'er order, riſing, blaze o'er blaze, 


Intent 
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Intent on man, and anxious for his fate; A. 8 
Angels look out for thee ; for thee, their LORD, 
To vindicate His glory; and for thee, 
Creation univerſal calls aloud, 
To diſinvolve the Moral world; and give 
To Nature's renovation brighter charms, 

Shall man alone, whole fate, whoſe final fate, 
Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought? 
I think of nothing elſe ;, I ſee! I feel it! . 
All Nature, like an earthquake, trembling round! 
All deities, like ſummer's ſwarms, on wing! -” 
All baſking in the full meridian blaze! 
I fee the Jupce inthron'd ! the flaming _ 
The volume open'd! -open'd every heart ! 
A ſun-beam pointing: out each ſecret thought ! 
No patron ! intereeſſor none! now paſt 
The ſweet, the clement, mediatorial hour! 
For guilt no plea ! to pain, no pauſe no bound? 
Inexorable all! and all extreme! 
Nor man alone* the foe of Gop and man. 

From his dark den. blaſpheming, drags his Chain, 

And rears his, brazen front, with thunder ſcarr'd ; 

Receives his ſentence, and begins his hell. 
All vengeance paſt, now, ſeems abundant grace: 
Like meteors in a ſtormy ſky, how rel! 
His baleful eyes! He curſes whom he dreads; 
And deems, it the Arſt moment ef his fall. | 

"Tis preſent to my thought !—And yet where is it? 
Angels can't tell me; angels cannot gueſs N 
ITffe period; from 9 beings lock d 
In darkneſs... But the proceſs, and the place, 
Are leſs obſcure 3, for theſe may man inquire. 
Say, thou great cloſe of human hopes and fears ! 
Great key of hearts! great finiſher of fates ! 
Great end! and great beginning! iy; where art thou; 2 
Art thou in Time, or in Eternity)? 

Nor 
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Tor in Etcraity, nor Time, I find thee, 

Theſc, as two monarchs, on their borders meet, 

(Monarchs of all claps'd, or unarriv'd!) 

As in debate, bow belt their pow'r ally*d 

May ſwell the grandeur, or diſchaz g the wrath, 

Ot HIM, whom both their monarchics obey. | 
Time, "this ait fabric for him built, (and doom's 

With | nim to tall) now buriing o'er his head; 

His lamp, the fun extguiſh'd; from beneath | 

The irown F Lidcous darkneſs. calls his ſons 

From their ou Uanber ; trom cargh's s heaving womb, 

To ſecond birth; cotemporary throng ! 

Rous'd ac one call, upilarting rom one bed, 

Preſe d in one crowd, appall'd with one amaze, 

He turns hem.o'er, Eternity! te thee. 

Then (as a king depos'd diidains to live) 

He ialls on his own icythe; nor falls. alone; 

His greateit toc 1alls wich him; Time, and be 

Who muricr'd al time's offspring, Death, expire. 
TIME was ! « @TERNITY now reigns alone 4 


Awful Eternity-! offended queen! . 


And her reſentment to mankind, how juſt! 
Wich kind intent, ſokeiting acceſs, 
How often has the knock d at human hearts! 


Rich to repay their hoſpitality, 
How often call'd ! and with the voice of GOD! 


Yet bore repulic, e excluded as a cheat! 
A dream! while, ſouleſt fozs found welcome there! 
A dream, a cheat, how, all things, but her ſmile. 


For, lo! her twice” ten thouſand gates, thrown wide, 


As thrice from Indus to tlie N pole. 


With banners, ſireaming as the comet's blaze, 
Aud dlarions, Jouder than the deep in ſtorms, 


Sonorous as immortal breath can blow, 
D 


Pour forth their myriads, potentates, and powers, 


Of Hot of darbnels; in 2 middle fie!d, 
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Wide as Creation! populous as wide! 

A ncutral region! there to mark th' event 5 

Of tuat great drama, whoſe preceding ſcenes 

Dcetain'd chem cloſe pectators, trough a length 

Of ages, ripening to this great reſult ; 3 

Ages as yet unnumber'd but by Gob z 

Who low, pronouncing ſentence, vindicates 

The rights of virtue and his own renown. 

ErrRarrr, the various ſentence paſs'd, 

Alligus the ſever'd throng diſtinct aDodes, 

Sulphurcous or ambroſial. What enſues ! 

'The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds! 

Which makes a hell of hell, a heaven of heaven, 

The goddeſs, with determined aſpect, turns 

Her adamantine key's enormous fize 

Through Doitiny's inextricable wards, | 

Deep driving ev'ry bolt, on bota their fates z N 

Then, from the cryſtal battlements of heaven, > 

Down, down, ſhe hurls it through the dark profound, ;; 

Ten thouſand thouſand fathom ; there to ruſt, 

And n<e'er unlock her reſolution more. 

The deep re ſounds, and hell, through all her gloome, 0 

Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar. | 
O how unlike the chorus of the ſkies ! 5 

O how unlike thoſe ſhouts of joy, that ſhake 

The whole æthereal! how the concave rings! 

Nor ſtrange! when deities their voice exalt; 

And louder far, than when Creation roſe, . 

To ſee Creation's godlike aim, and end, 

So well accompliſh'd! ſo divinely clos' d! ; 

To ſce the mighty Dramatilt's laſt act 

(As meet) in glory riſing ver the reſt. 

No fancy'd 60D, a GOD indeed deſcends, 

To ſolve all knots; to ſtrike the moral home; 

To throw full day on darkeſt ſcenes of Time; ; 

To clear, commend, _ Ezalt, ant crown the . 


Hence, 


. 
— 2 
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* 9. : N rs 
Hence, in onc peal of loud, eternal praiſe, - 
The charm'd pe tators thunder their applaulc 
And the valt void beyond, applauſe relounds. 
WHAT THEN AM 
Amidſt applauding worlds, 
And worlds celeſtial, is there found on carth, 
A peeviſh, diſſonant, rebellious ſtrings ; 
Which jars in the grand Corus, and complains? 
Cenſure on thee, Lovsxza !'I luſpend, | 
And turn it on myſelf; how greatly duc! : NF 
All, all is right, by Gop ordain'd or done; | 
Andawko but Cob, reſum'd the friends be gave? 
And have I been complaining, then, ſo long? 
L Complaining of his favours ; Pain, and Death ? | 
\Wao without Pain's advice, would &'er be good? ' 
Who without Dach, 5 ut w. ould 1 be S in van? 
Lo make for Peace; nd, death to ſave from d ath; 
And ſecond death. to guard immortal life; | 
To rouſe the c: wreic!;, the preſamptuous awe, . | 
And turn the tidg of ſouls another way; | 
By the ſame tenderneſs divine ordain'd, 
gloome, That planted OED, ang ligh-bloom'd for man, 
A fairer Eden, endleſs, in the ſkies. 
Heaven gives us ind to bleſs the preſent {rene 8 
Reſumes them, to prepare us for the nezt, 
All evils natural are moral goods; 
Ali diſcipline, indul, gene, o the whole. 
None are unhappy; all have cauſs to ſmile, 
But i iuch as to themſelves that cauſe deny. 
Dur faults are at the bettom of our pains; 
Error, in act, or jidgmant, is the ſource 
JF end els ſighs; we ſin, ory miſtabe, 
ind Nature tax, when falle Opinion ſtings. 


found, 


O 
e 
7 et impious Grief be baniſh'd, joy indulg'd; 
7 gut chiefly then, when Griet puts in her Caim. 
whole. 


| Gg TJ 
Hence, | 8 Joy 
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Joy from the] joyous, frequently betrays, 
Oft lives in vanity, and dies in woc. 
Joy amidiſt ills,  corrobor ates, exalts; 
"Tis joy, and conqueſt; joy, and virtue too. 
A noble ſortitude in ills delights 
Heaven, earth, ourſelves 3 'tis duty. glory, peace. 
Afflietion is the good man ' ſhining ſcenes : 
Proſperity conceals his brighteſt ray; 
As night to ſtars, woe luſtre gives to man. 
Heroes in battle, pilots in the ſtorm, 
And virtue in calamities admire, 
The crown of manhood is a winter-joy 3 
An evergreen, that ſtands the northern "bla, 
And bloſſoms in the rigour of our fate. 

Tis a prime part of happineſs, to know 
How much unhappineſs muit prove our lot 
A part which few polleſs ! I'll pay life's taz. 
Without one rebel murmur, from this hour, 
Nor think it miſery to be a man; 
Who thinks it is, ſhall never by : a god. 
Some ills we with for, when we with to live. 
What ſpoke proud paſſion ? “ * with my being loſt !” 
Preſumptuous! blaſphemous! abſurd ! and falſe : 
The triumph of my ſoul is.—that I am; 
And therefore that I may be—W! lat? Lone ao! ; 
Look inward, and look deep 3 ; and deeper ſtill; 
Unfathomably deep our treaſure runs 
In golden veins, through all eternity ! 
Ages, and ages, and ſucceeding ſtill 
New ages, where this phantom of an hour, 
Which courts, each night, dull flumber for repair, 
Shall wake, and wonder, and ezult, and praiſe, 
And fly through infinite, and all unlock; 

And 


* Referring to the fir Night, 
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And (if deſerv'd) by heaven's redundant love, 
Made half adorable itſelf, adore 
And find, in adoration, endleſs joy ! 
Where thou, not maſter of a moment here, 
Frail as the flow'r, and tteeting as the pale, 
May'it boaſt a whole cternity, chrich'd, 
With all a kind Omnipotenve can pour. 
Since Apam fell, no mortal, uninſpir'd, 
Has ever vet conceiv'd, or ever ſhall, 
How kind is GOD, how great (if good) 3 is Man. 
No man too Jarg gely from Heaven's love can hope, 
If what is hop” d be Jabours to ſecure. 

Ulis ?-—There are none: All-Gractous! none frem 

thee ; 

From man full many! Num'rous, is the race 
Of blackeſt ils, and thoſe immortal too, 


Begot by Madneſs on fair Liberty; 


Heaven's daughter, hell-debauch' d [ Her hand alone 
Unlocks deſtruction to the ſons of men, 


. Halt barr'd by thine 3 high-wall'd with adamant, 


Guarded with terrors re aching to this world, 
And cover'd with the thunders of . thy: law; 
Whole threats are mercies; wiole injunctions, guides. 
Aſſiſting, not reſtraining, 4 s choice; 
Whoſe ſanétions, unavoidable refults 
From Naturc's courſe, indulgently reveal'd ; 
If unreveaPd, more deng'rous, not leis fure, 
Thus, an indulgent father warns his ſons, 
„Do this; Fly that,” —nor always tells the caulc 3 
Pleas'd to reward, as duty to his will, 
A conduct needful o their own repoſe. 

Great Gop of wonders ! (if, thy love ſurvey'd, 
Aught elſe the name of wonderful retains), 


What rocks are theſe,, on which to build our truſt ? 


Thy ways admit no blemiſhz none I find; 
Or this alonc—** That none Is 40 bs found.“ 


S Not 
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Not one, to ſoften Cenſure's } hardy crime 
Not one, to palliate peeviſ i h Gnet's Complaint, 
Who, like a dæmon, murm'ring from the duit, 
Dares into Judgment call her Judg ge.— Sup REIIE a 
For all I bleſs thee; moſt for the ſevere ; 
* Her death—my own at hand—the fiery gulf, 
That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent ! 
It thinders bunt it thunders to preſer ve z 
It i{ir-2grbens what it ſtrikes; its wholeſome dread 
Averts the dreaded pain; its hideous groans 
Join heaven's ſweet hallelujabs in thy Pralle, 
Grcat ſource of good alone! how kind in all ! 
In vengeance, kind! in Death. Gchenna, SAVE. 
Thus, in thy world material, Mighty Mind! 
Not that alone which ſolaces, and ſhine 
The rough and gloomy, challenges our praiſe, 
The winter is as ncedful as the ipring ; 
The thunder, as the ſun; a ſt agnato maſs 
Of vapours breeds a peſ lülential air; 
Nor more propicious the Favonian breeze 
'Fo Nature's health, than purify ing ftorms; 
The dread Volcano minuters to good. 
Its ſmother'd flames might undermine the world. 
Loud Etnas fulminate in love to man; 
Comets good omens are, when duly ſeann - d; 
And, in their uſe, eclipſes learn to ſhine. 
Man is re ſponſible for ills receiv'd; 
Thoſe we call wretched are a choſen band; 
Compell'd to refuge in the right, for peace. 
Amid my laſt of bleſſings infinite. - 
Stand: this the foremoſt, That n heart has bled.” 
*33s heaven's laſt effort of good-will to man; | 
When Pain can t bleſs, heaven quits us in deſpair. 
Who 
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_ Who fails to grieve, when juſt occalion calle, 
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Or grieves too much, deſerves not to be bleſs'd ; 

Inhuman or effeminate, his heart; 

Reaſon abſolves the grief which Reuſon ends. 

May heaven ne'er truſt my friend with happineſs, 

Till it has taught him how to bear it well, 

By previous pain; and made it ſafe to ſmile ! 
Such ſmiles are mine, and ſuch may they remain; 

Nor hazard their extin&tion, from excels. 

My cnange of heart a change of ſtyle deman: ls ; 
The CoxsoLaTION cancels the COMPLAINT, 

And makes a convert of my guilty ſong. 

As when o'er-labour'd, and inclin'd to breathe, 

panting traveller, ſome riſing ground, ü 

Some ſmall aſcent, has gain'd, he turns liim round, ul 

And meaſures with his eye « the various vale, | .uh 

The fields, woods, meads, and rivers he has palſs'd z 1 

And, ſatiate of his journey, thinks of home, * 

Endear d by diſtance; nor affects more toil: 
Thus I, though mall, indecd, is that aſcent 0 
The muſe has gain 'd, review the paths the trod; 4%. 

Various, extenſive, beaten but by few 3 5 * 

And conſcious of her prudence in repoſe, $22 1 


Pauſc; and with pleaſure meditate an end, 85 


Though till remote; fo fruitful is my theme. bY 
Through many a field of moral, and divine, 1 
The mule has ſtray'd; and mulch of ſorrow ſeen, 
In human ways; and much of falſe and vain : 
Which none, who travel this bad road, can mils, 
O'er friends deccas'd full heartily the wept z 

Of love divine the wonders the diſplay'd; 

Prov'd man immortal; ſhew'd the ſource of joy 
The grand tribunal rais'd; aſſign'd the bounds 
Of human grief; in fow, to cloſe the v hole, 
The moral muſe has ſhadow'd out a iketch, 
Though not in form, nor with RaPHarL ſtroke, 


Ot 


238 TuE CoNsoLA'TIox. Night 9. 


Of moſt our weakneſs needs believe, or do, | ; \ 

In this our land of travel. and of hope, =, 

For peace on earth, or proſpect of the Ikies. / 0 

What then remains? — Much! much! a mighty 1 
debt EF. 

To be diicharg'd, Theſe thoughts, O Nucnr! are f 

thme; 1 

From thee they came, like lovers? ſecret ſighs, | 1 

bY 


While others ſlept. So, CyxTats, (pocts tetpy) - 
In ſhadews veil'd, ſoft-iliding from her ſphere, 
Her ſhepherd c hear? d; of her enamour'd leſs, | 
Than I of thee.—And art thou. ill unſung, 
Beneath whoſe brow, and by whoſe aid, I ſing 2 | 
Immortal ſilence — Where ſhall I begin: ? | 
Where end? or how ſteal muſic from the ſpheres, = 4 
To ſooth their goddeſs? _ | 
O majeſtic Nich! a 
Nature s great anceſtor ! day's elder-born ? ! 
And fated to ſurvive the tranſtent ſun ! | 
By mortals, and immortals, ſeen with awe ! | 
A ſtarry crown thy raven brow adorns ;, 
An azure zone, thy waiſt ; clouds, in heaven's loom: 
Wrought through varieties of ſhape and ſhade, 
In ample folds of drapery divine, 
Thy flowing mantle form, and heaven chroughout, | 
Voluminoully pour thy pompous train. 
'Fhy gloomy grandeurs (nature's moſt auguſt, | 
Inſpiring aſpect!) claim a grateful verſe ; wy 
And, like a {able curtain ſtarr'd with gold, 
Drawn o'er my labours paſt, ſhall cloſe the ſcene.- 
And what, © man! ſo worthy to be ſung !. | 
What more prepzes us for the ſongs of heaven! | 
Creation of archangels is the theme ! | q 
What, to be ſung, ſo needful? what ſo well 
Celeſtial joys prepares us to ſuſtain ? 
The ſoul of man, HIS face deſigu'd to ſee, 3 
OIL | | = Whos 
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Wo gave theſe wonders to be ſcen by man, 
Has here a previous ſcene of objeëts great, 
On which to dwell; to ſtretch to that expanſe 
Of thought; to riſe to that exalted height 

Of admiration ; to contract that awe, 

And give her whole capacities that ſtrength, 
Which beſt may quality for final joy. 

The more our fpiri its are enlarg'd on earth, 
Ls deeper draught ſhall they receive of heaven. 
L Heav'n's KING! whoſe face unveil 4 conſummates 
bliſs; 
Redundant bliſs ! which fills that mighty void 
| be whole crcation leaves in human hearts! 
1 Thong who didſt touch the lip of Jessz's fon, 
| Wrapt in ſweet contemplation of theſe fires, 


And et his harp in concert with the ſpheres ! | + 
While of thy works material the Los lopnes 15 
| J dare attempt, aſſiſt my daring long | * 


Looſe me from earth's incloſure, from the ſun's 
! Contracted circle ſet my heart at large; 


Eliminate my piric, give it range x 0 
Through provinces of thought yet unexplor K 1 
Taach me, by this ſtupendous ſcaffolding, * 
Oreation's golden ſteps, to climb to IEE. 5 * 
Ieach me with Art g great Nature to controul, mo 
And ſpread a luſtre o'er the ſhades of Night. 49 
Feel I thy kind aſſent? And ſhall the ſun 1 
He ſeen at midnight, riſing in my ſong ? by: 
! Lorexzo! come, and warn thee : thou, whoſs 4 
heart, 15 1 


Whoſe little heart, is moor 4 within a nook 
Of this obſcure terreſtrial, anchor weigh. 
Another ocean calls, a nobler port; | 
am thy pilot, I thy proſperous pale. 
_ 'Gainfull thy voyage through yon azure main; ; 


Main, without tempeſt, pirate, rock, or ſhore 


And 
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And whence thou may'ſt import eternal wealth; 

And leave to beggar'd minds the pearl and gold. 

Thy travels doſt thou boaſt o'er foreign realm? 

Thou ſtranger to the world! thy tour begin; 

Thy tour through ? Nature's univerſal orb, 

Nature delineates her whole chart at large, 

On foaring ſouls, that fail among the ſpheres; 

And man, how purblind, if unknown the whole : ? 

Who circles ſyacious earth, then travels beres 

Shall own, he never was from home before ! 

Come, my * PrRoMETHEvs, from thy pointed rock 

Of falſe ambition, if unchain'd, we'll mount 

We'll, innocently, ſteal celeſtial fire, 

And kindle our devotion at the itars g 

A theft that ſhall not chain, but ſet thee free. 
Above' our atmoſphere's inteſtine wars 

Rain's fountain head, the magazine of bail 

Above the northern ode of feather'd laws "ys 

The brew of thunders, and the flaming forge 

That forms the crooked lightning; *bove the caves 

Where inan? tempeſts wait their growing wings, 

And tune thcir tender voices to that roar, 

Which ſoon, perhaps, ſhall ſhake a guilty world; 

Above miſconſtru'd omens of the ſky, 

Far-travell'd comets calculated blaze, 

Elance thy thought, and think of more than man. 

Thy ſoul, till now, contracted, wither'd, ſhrunk, 

Blighted by blaſts of earth's unwholſome air, 

Will bloſſom here; ſpread all her faculties _ 

To theſe bright ardours; ev'ry power unfeld, 

And riſe into ſublimities of thought. 

Stars teach, as well as ſnine. At Nature's birth, 

Thus their commiflion rau—* Be kind to man,“ 
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Where art thou, poor benighted traveller! 
The ſtars will light thee z though the moon ſhould fail. 
Where art thou, more benighted ! more aſtray. 
In ways immortal? the ſtars call thee back; 
And, if obey'd their counſel, ſet thee right, 
Where art thou, Virtue-mlitant ! the ſtars 
Are thine allies, all liſted on thyſdeg; | 
By thouſands, and ten thouſands, they advance 
Their bright battalions, in fair Virtue's cauſe 
And keep firict watch, and nightly light their fires, 
Fires of alarm, to warn thee of the foe ; 
The foe that claims theſe regions as his own; „ 
Uſurper bold! high-ſtyPd, The prince of air! 
Beneath Night s awful banner, let us draw 
Siderial Witdom's formidable ſword, 2 
And ſend him headlong to far other flames. 3 
Michsr's alone, the ſword his mighty arm 
Pluck'd from the golden column in the mount, f 
The mount ccleſtial, where the ſons of Goo 
Hang up heaven's vengeance far above the ſtars, 
Above the Sagittary's humble bow; 
Could give the ſwarthy dæmon deeper wound. 
And was there need of ampler field than this, 
When giant-angels giant-angels met, 
Ta fiery conflict and outrageous form, 
To controvert the ſeeptre of the ſkies ? 
This proſpect vaſt, what is it ?—Weigh'd aright, 
"Tis Nature 8 ſyſtem of divinity, 1 
And ev'ry ſtudent of che Night inſpires. © 
*Tis elder ſcripture, writ by GOD's own hand 
Scripture authentic ! uncorrupt by man. 
Lorexso ! with my radius (the rich gift 
Of thought nocturnal !) Pl! point out to thee 
Its various leſſons ; ſome that may ſurpriſe 
An unadept in myſteries of N1car ; 


Little, Perhaps, expected in her ſchool, | 
Hh N 
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Nor thought to grow on planet, or on ſtar. 

Bulls, lions, ſcorpions, monſters, here we fe gn; 
Ourſelves more monſtrous, not to ſee what here 
Exiſts indeed; — a lecture to mankind. 

What read we here —Th' exiſtence of a GOD ?— 
Yes; and of other beings, man- above.; 
Natives of æther! fons.of higher climes.! 
Immortal light! that govern theſe. of fire 
And, what may move Lonzxzo's wonder more, 
Erenxary | is written in the ſkies, 

And whofe eternity? —LoRENxzO! tine; 
Mankind's eternity. Nor Farrg alone, 

VInrog gr os here; here ſprings the fov'reign cure 
Of almoſt ev'ry vice; but chiefly tine ; 

Wrath, pride, ambition. and impure defire. 

Doſt ak, — Why call I thee at this late hour, 

<4 Which all-wile Nature deſlin'd. to repoſe? 

Ves, and to fit us for repoſe more ſweet 

Than down can yield, or man on earth enjoy: 

Own all- wiſe Nature wiſer {till in this. 

Lonrxzo! thou canſt wake at midnight too, : 
Though not on morals bent: Ambition, Pleaſures! ' 
"Thoſe: 2 I for thee ſo “ lately ſought, | 
Afford their harraſs'd ſlaves but ſlender reſt. 

Thou, to whom midnight is immortal noon, 

And the ſun's noontide blaze, prime dawn of day; 
i Not by thy clunate, but capricious crime, 
f Coinmencing one of our antipodeg ! 
In thy no: Turnal rove, one moment halt, 
* Fwirt ſtage and ſtage, of riot, and cabal; 
An lift thine eye (it bold an eye to lift, 
If bold to meet the face of injur'd heav'n) 
To vonder ſtars: for other ends they ſhine, 
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Than to light revellers from ſhame to ſhame, 
And, thus, be made accomplices in guilt, 

Why from yon arch, that infinite of fpace,. 
With ! finite of Jucid orbs replete, 
Which ſet th: living firmament on fire, 
At the firſt glance, in ſuch an overwhelm 
Of wonderful, on man's aſtoni{h'd ſight, | 
Ruſhes OMxIPoTExCE To curb our pride; : 
Our reaſon rouſe, and lead it to that pow'r, | 
Whoſe love lets down theſe ſilver chains of light, 
To draw up man's ambition to himſelf, 


And bind our chaſte affections to his ee 


Thus the three virtues, leaſt alive on earth; 


And welcom'd on heaven's coaſt with moſt applauſe, 


an humble, pure, and heavenly-minded heart, 

Are here inſpir'd :—And canſt thou gaze too long? 
Nor ſtands thy wrath depriv'd of its reproof, 

Or unupbraided by this radiant choir. 

The planets of each ſyſtem 1 repreſent 

Kind neighbours z mutual amity prevails 3 LEE 

Sweet intcrehange of rays, receiv'd, return'd ʒ ? 


Enlight'ning, and enlighten'd! all; at nee, 


Attracting, and attracted ! patriot-like, 

None ſins againit the welfare of the whole; 
But their reciprocal; unſelfiſh aid, 

Affords an emblem of r. illennial Ie 
Nothing in nature, much leis con ſcious being, 
Was e'er created ſolely for itſel“: 


Thus man his ſov'reign duty learns 1 in this 


Material picture of benevolence. 


And know, of all our ſupercilious race, 


Thou moſt inflammable ! thou waſp. of men! 


Man's angry heart, inipeRe'l, would be found 
As rightly let, as are the ſtarry ſpheres 

'Tis Nature's firu@ure, broke by ſtubborn will, 
Breeds all that unccleſtial diſcord there. 
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Wilt thou not feel the bias Nature gave? 
Canſt thou deſcend from converſe with the flies, 1 
And ſeize thy brother's throat? For what, —a clod, J 
An inch of earth? The planets cry, . Forbear.” 
They chaſe our double darkneſs 3 Nature's gloom, 
And (kinder (ill !) our intellectual night. 

And ſee, Day's amiable fiſter ſends 

. Her invitation, in the ſoſteſt rays 

48 Of mitizated luſtre, courts thy ſight, 

1 Which ſuffers from her tyrant-brother's blaze. 

Night grants thee the full freedom of the ſkies, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye; 

With gain, and joy, the bribes thee to be wile. 
Night opes the nobleſt ſcenes, and ſhades in awe, 
Which gives thoſe vencrable ſcenes full weight, 
And deep reception, in th' intender'd heart; 
While light peeps through the darkneſs, like à ſpy 5 
And darkneſs ſhews its grandeur by t“. e light 
Nor is the profit greater than the joy, 
If human hearts at glorious objects glow, 
And admiration can inſpire delight. | 
What ſpeak I more, than I, this moment, feel? 
With pleaſing ſtupor firſt the ſoul is ſtruck, 
(Stupor ordain'd to make her truly wiſe !) 
Then into tranſport ſtarting from her trance, 
With love and admiration, how ſhe glows! 
This gorgeous apparatus! this diſplay ! 
This oſtentation of creative pow'r! 
This theatre What eye can take it in? 
By what divine inchantment was it rais'd, 
For minds of the firſt magnitude to launch 
In endleſs ſpeculation, and adore ? 

One ſun by day, by night ten thouſand ſhine 5 
And light us deep into the DELTY, 
How boundleſs in magnificence ard might! 

O what a confluence of ethereal fires, 
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Streams to a point, and centers in my ſight! 


"Withholds his homage, not alone I wake 


The temple, and the preacher : O how loud 
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From urns unnumber'd, down the ſteep of TR n, 


Nor tarries there; I feel it at my heart. 

My heart, at once, it humbles, and exalts ; 

Lays it in duſt, and calls it to the ſkies. 

Who ſees it unezalted, or unaw'd ? 

Who ſees it, and can top at what is ſeen ? 
Material offipring of OMNIPOTENCE ! 

Tnanimate, all-animating birth ! 

Work worthy him whe made it! worthy praiſe ! 
All praiſe ! praiſe mc-e than human! nor deny'd! 
Thy praiſe ' divine! hut tho' man, drown'd in lleep, | 


Bright legions ſwarm unſeen, and ſing, unheafd 
By mortal ear, the glorious architect, 


In this his univerſal temple, hung 0 A 
With luſtres, with innumerable lights, | 1 
That ſhed religion on thè ſoul; at once, | * 


It calls devotion ! genuine growth of Night? 
Devotion! daughter of Aſtronomy! 

An unde vout aſtronomer is mad. 

True; all things ſpeak a G00; but, in the ſmall, 

Men trace out him; in great, he ſeizes man; 

Seizcs, and elevates, and raps, and fills 

With new Inquiries, "mid ef, new. 

Tell me, ye ſtars! ye planets! tell me, all 

Ve ſtarr'd and planeted inhabitants! what is it? 

What are theſe ſons of wonder? Say, proud arch! 

(Within whoſe azure palaces they dwell) ö 

Built with divine ambition! in diſdain 1 

Of limit! built in the taſte of heaven! 

Vaſt concave « ample dome! waſt thou defign'd . 

A meet apartment for the DEITY ?— * 

Not ſo: that thought alone thy ſtate impairs, . 

Thy loſty ſinks, and thallows thy ns _ 0 


And'ſtraitens thy diffuſive: dwarfs the whole, 
And makes an univerſe an orrery. 
But when I drop mine eye, and look on man, 
Thy right regzin'd, thy grandeur is reſtor'd, 
O Nature ! wide flies off th' expanding round. 
As when whole magazines, at once, are fir'd, 
The ſmitten air is hollow'd by the blow 
The vaſt diſploſion diffipates the clouds ; 
Shock'd æther's billows daſh to diftint ſkies ; 
Thus (but far more) th' expanding round flies off, 
- And leaves a mighty void, a ſp: ious womb, 
Might teem with new creation ; reinflam'd _ 
Thy luminaries triumph, and aſſume 
Divinity themſelves. Nor was it ſtrange, 
Matter high-wrought to ſuch ſurpriſing pomp, 
Such godlike glory, ſtole the ſtyle of gods, 
From ages dark, obtuſe, and ſicep'd in ſenſe: 
For, ſure, to ſenſe, they truly are divine, 
And half-abſelv'd idolatry from guilt ; 
Nay, turn'd.it into virtue. Such it was 
In thoſe who put forth all they had of man 
_ Vnloſ?t,, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher; 


What was their higheſt, muſt be their ador'd. 
But they how weak, who could no higher mount! 

And are there, then, EORExZZO! thoſe to whom. 
Unſeen and unexiſtent are the ſame ?- 

And if incomprehenſible is join'd, 
Who dare pronounce it madneſs to believe? 

Why has the mighty BuiL DER thrown aſide 
All meaſure in his work; ſtretch'd out his line 

So far, and ſpread amazement o'er the whole? 
Then (as he took delight in wide extremes), 
Deep in the boſom of his univerſe, | 
Dropt down that reaſoning mite, that inſect, man, 
To craw), and gaze, and wonder at the ſcene 2? 


But, weak of wing, on planets perch'd; and thought 
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"That man might ne'er preſume to plead amazement 
For diſbelief of won lers in himſelf, 
Shall Gop be leſs miraculous, than what 
His hand has form'd ? ſhall myſteri2s deſcend. 
From unmyſterious ? things more elevate, 
Be more familiar? uncreated lie 
More obvious than ercated, to the graſp 
Ot haman thooght:? The more of wonderful 
15 heard in him, the more we ſhould allt. a 
Could we conceive him, G00 he could nat be: f 
Or he not GOD, or we could not be men: 
A GOD alone can comprehend a GOD. 
Man's diſtance how i im menſe! On ſuch a theme, 
Know this LORENZO! (ſeem it ne'er {o ſtrange) - wt 
Nothing can ſatisfy, but what confounds? © A 
Not! hing, but what aſtonithes, is true. 4 
Tas icene thou feet atteſts the trutu L fing, | 5 
And ev'ry ſtar ſheds light upon thy cree.l. % 
Theſe ſtars, this furniture, this coit of heaven, | ji 
If but reported, thou hadit ne'er believ'd; 9 
But thing exe tells thee, the romance 1 true. 
The grand of Nature is th Almighty's oat", ji 
In Reaſon's court, to ſilence unbelief. 2 
__ How my mind, op” ning at this ſcene, imbibes 
Thc moral SAGE if of the ſkies, 
While noagt, perhaps, Lorexzo leſs admirzs ! 
Las the great Sov'reign ſent ten thouſand worlds 
To tell us, he reſides above them all, 
In glory's una proachable receſs? 
And dare Earth's bold inhabitants deny 
The ſumptuous, the maguific embally 
A moment's audience? Turn we, nor will hear 
From w hom they come, or what they would impart 
For man's emalument ; ſole cauie that ſt20ps 
*Pacir grandeur to man's eye? LoaENZO! route z 
Let Hg; awake], taks the lightning's wing, 
. os And 
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And glance from eaſt to weſt, from pole to pole. 
Who ſees, but is confounded, or convinc'd? | 


Rencunces Reaſon, or 2 GOD adores ? 
Mankind was ſent into the world to ſee : 

Sight gives the ſcience needful to their peace; 
That obvious ſcience aſks ſmall learning 8 aid, 
Wouldſt thou on metaphy ſic pinions foar ? 

Or wound thy patienoe amid logic thorns ? 


Or travel hiſtory's enormous round? 


Nature no ſuch hard taſk injoins; ſhe gave 


A make to man directive of his thought; 


A make ſet upright, pointing to the ſtars, 
As who ſhould ſay, “ Read thy chief leſſon there.“ 
Too late to read this manuſcript of heaven, 


When, like a parchment-{croll, ſhrunk up by flames, 


It folds Lonexzo's leſſon from his ſight. 
Leſſon how various ! Not the Gep alone, 


J ſee his miniſters; I ſee, diffus'd 


In radiant orders, eſſences ſublime, 


Of various offices, of various plume, 
In heav'nly liveries, diſtinctly, clad, 


Azure, green, purple, pearl, or dow ny gold, 

Or all commiz*d'; they ſtand, with wings out ſpread) 
Liſt'ning to catch the maſter's "leaſt command, 

And fly through Nature ere the moment ends 
Numbers innumerable !=—Well conceiv'd 5 
By Pagan and by Ihriſtian! o'er each ſphere 


Preſides ah angel, to direct its courſe, 


And feed, or fan, its flames; or to diſcharge 
Other high truſt unknown. For who can fee 
Such pomp of matter, and | imagine, mind, 

For which alone inanimate was made, 

More ſparingly diſpens'd? that nobler ſon, 

Far liker the great SIRE?——Tis thus the ſkies 
Inform us of ſuperiors numberleſs, 

As mueh, in excellence, above mankind, 
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As above earth, 3 in magnitude, the ſpheres. 


Theſe, as a cloud of witneiles, hang o'er us; 


In a throng'd theatre are all our deeds ; 
Perhaps, a thouſand demigods deſcend 
On ev'ry beam we ſee, to walk with men. 
Awful reflection! ſtrong reſtraint from ill! 

Yet, here, our virtue finds ſtill ſtronger aid 
From theſe æthereal glories Senſe ſurveys. 
Something, like magic, ſtrikes from this blue vault ; 
With juſt attention is it view'd 2 we feel 
A ſudden ſuccour, unimplor'd, unthought z 
Nature herſelf does half the work of man. 

Seas, rivers, mountains, foreſts, deſarts, rocks, 
The promontory's height, the depth profound 

Of ſubterranean, excavated grots, 

Black-brow'd, and vaulted-high, and yawning wide 
From Nature s ſtructure, or the ſcoop of Time; 
If ample of dimenſton, vaſt of ſize, 

Ev'n theſe an aggrandizing impulſe give; 

Of ſolemn thought enthuſiaſtie heights | 

Ev'n theſe infuſe But what of valt in theſe ? ' 
Nothing; —or we muſt own the ſkies forgot. 
Much leſs in art.— Vain Art! thou pigmy pow'r! 
How doſt thou ſwell, and ſtrut, with human pride, 
To ſhew thy nttleneſs! ! what childiſh toys, 

Thy wat'ry columns ſquirted to the clouds ! 

Thy baſon'd rivers, and impriſon'd ſeas: 

Thy mountains moulded into forms of men! 


Thy hundred-gated capitals : or thoſe 
W "on three days travel left us much to ride ; 


Gazing on miracles by mortals wrought, 
Arches triumphal, theatres immenſe, 


Or nodding gardens pendent in mid-air ! 


Or temples proud to meet their gods haloway 3 F 
Yet theſe affect us ii no common kind. | 
What then the force of ſuch ſupcrior ſeenes? 
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Enter a temple, it will ſtrike an awe: | 


What awe from this the DEFTY has built! 18 

A good man ſeen, though ſilent counſel gives: In 
The touch'd ſpectator wiſhes to be wiſe: 11. 
In a bright mirror his own hands have made, 1 
Here we ſee. ſomething like the face of GOD, 1 
Scems it not then enough, to ſay, LoR ENZO! II 
To man abandon'd, © Haſt thou ſeen the ſkies? TI 
And yet, ſo thwarted Nature's kind deſign TI 

By daring man, he makes her ſacred awe TI 
(That guard from ill) his ſhelter, his temptation W 
Io more than common guilt, and quite inverts In 
Celeſtial art's intent. The trembling ſtars | Al 
See crimes gigantic, ſtalking through the gioom Ty 
With front ere, that hide their head by day, By 
And making night ſtill darker by their deeds. Tc 
Slumb'ring in eovert, till the ſhades deſcend, T0 
Rapine and Murder, link'd, now prowl for prey. . . 
The miſer, earth's his treaſure ; and the thief, Of 
Watching the mole, half-beggars him e' er morn. Tt 
Now plots, and foul conſpiracies, awake; (G 
And mutfling up their horrors from the moo, M. 
Havock and devaſtation they prepare, | Th 
And kingdoms tott'ring in the field of blood. Th 
No ſons of riot in. mad revel rage. ; 
What ſhajl I do ?—ſuppreſs it? or proclaim ?---- A 
Why fleeps the thunder! Now, Lorenzo, now, Ou 
His beſt friend's couch the rank adulterer { Ho 
Aſcends ſecure; and laughs at gods and men, W. 
Prepoſt'rous madmen, void of fear or ſhame, A 
Lay their crimes bare to theſe chaſte eyes of heaven; 
Yet ſhrink, and ſhudder, at a mortal's ſight. 1 To 
Were moon, and ſtars, for villains only made ? Th 
To guide, yet ſcreen them, with tenebrious light? An 
No; they were made to faſhion the ſublime | Th 
Ol human heart:, and wiſer make the wiſc. | 17h 
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Thoſe ends were anſwer'd once; when mortals liy'd 
Of ſtronger wing, of aquiline aſcent, — _ 
In theory ſublime. O how unlike 
'Thoſe vermin of the night, this moment ſung, 
Who crawl on earth, and on her venom feed ! 
"Thoſe ancient ſages, human ſtars! they met 
Their brothers of the ſkies, at mienight-hour 
Their counſel a{k'd 3 and, what they aſk d, obey'd. 
The SrAGYRITE, and PLATO, he who drank 
The poiſon'd bowl, and he of Tuſculum, 
With him of Corduba, (immortal names!) 


In theſe unbounded, and Elyſian, walks, 


An area fit for Gops, and godlike men, 
They took their nightly round, through radiant paths 
By ſeraphs trod; inſtructed, chiefly, thus, 
Jo tread in their bright footſteps here below; 
To walk in worth ſtill brighter than the ſkies, 
There they contracted their contempt of earth; 
Of hopes eternal kindled, there, the fire; 5 
There, as in near approach, they glow'd, and grew | 
(Great viſitants!) more intimate with Gop, 
More worth to men, more joyous to themſelves, 
Through various virtues, they, with ardour, ran 
The zodiac of their learn'd, illuſtrious lives. 
In Chriſtian hearts, O for a Pagan zeal ! 
A needful, but approbrious pray'r ! As much 
Our ardour leſs, as greater is our light. 
How monſtrous this in morals ? Scarce more ſtrange 


Would this phznomenon in nature ſtrike, 
A ſun that froze us, or a ſtar that warm'd. 


nz 


What taught theſe heroes of the moral world? + 


To theſe thou giv'ſt thy praiſe, give credit too. 
1 Theſe doctors ne er were penſion'd to deceive; 


And Pagan tutors are thy taſte.— They taught, 


oſe 


That narrow views betray to miſery: 
1 That wiſe it is to comprehend the whole: 
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232 Tux CONSOLATION» Night 9. 
That virtue roſe from Nature, ponder'd well, 
The ſingle baſe of virtue built to heaven : 


That GOD, and Nature, our attention claim: 


That Nature is the glaſs refleting GOD, 
As, by the ſea, reflected is the ſun, 


Too glorious to be gaz'd on in his ſphere : 


That mind immortal loves immortal aims 


That boundleſs mind affect a boundleſs ſpace : 
That vaſt ſurveys, and the fublime of things, 
The ſoul aſſimilate, and make her great: 
That, therefore, heaven her glories, as a fund 
Of inſpiration, thus ſpreads out to man. 


Such are their doctrines $3 ſuch the Night inſpir'd. 
And what more true ? what truth of greater weight? 


The ſoul] of man was made to walk the ſkies 
Delightful outlet of her priſon here ; Ke. 
There, diſincumber'd from her chains, the ties 
Of toys terreſtrial, ſhe can rove at large; 
There, freely can reſpire, dilate, extend, 

In full proportion let looſe all her pow'rs ; . 
And undeluded, graſp at ſomething great. 

Nor as a ſtranger, does ſhe wander there; 
But, wonderful herſelf, though wonder ſtrays; 
Contemplating their grandeur. finds her own : 
Dives deep in their economy divine, 

Sits high in judgment on their various laws, 
And, like a maſter, judges not amiſs. 


Hence, greatly pleas'd, and juſtly proud, the ſoul 


Grows conſcious of her birth celeſtial 3 breathes 
More life, more vigour, in her native air : 
And feels herſelf at home among the ſtars ; 
And, feeling, emulates her country's praiſe, 


What call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo? 


As earth the body, ſince the ſeies ſuſtain 
The ſoul with food, that gives immortal life, 
Call it the noble paſture of the mind ; 
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Tux CoxsoLATTON. 237 
Which there expiates, ſtrengthens, and exults, 
And riots through the luxuries of thought. 
Call it, The garden of the DIETY, 
Bloſſom'd with ſtars, redundant in the growth 
Of fruit ambroſial; moral fruit to man. 
Call it, the breaſiplate of the true High Prieſt, 
Ardent with gems oracular, that give, 
In points of higheſt moment, right reſponſe; 
And ill neglected, if we prize our peace. 
Thus have we found a true aſtrology; 
Thus have we found a new, a noble tenſe; 
In which alone ſtars govern human fates. 


O that the ſtars (as ſome have feign'd) Jet fall 


Bloodſhed, and havock, on embattled realms, 

And gelen d monarchs from ſo black a guilt * 
H$curbon ! this with how gen'rous in a toe ! 

Wouldſt thou be great, wouldſt thou become a god, 
And ſtick thy deathleſs name among the ſtars, 

For mighty conqueſts on a needle's point? 

Inſtead of forging chains for foreigners, 

Baſtile thy tutor, Grandeur all thy aim? | 
As yet thou know'ſt not what it is. How great, 4! 
How glorious, then, appcars the mind of mau, 
When in it all the ſtars, aud planets, roll! 

And what it ſeems it is; great objects make 
Great minds, enlarging as their views enlarge; 
Thoſe, ſtill more godlike, as theſe more Weine, | 


And more divine. than theſe, thou canſt not ſee. 


Dazzled, o'erporwer'd, with the delicious draught 
Of miſcellaneous ſplendours, how I reel 
From thought to. thought, incbriate, without end! 
An Eden, this! a Paradiſe unloſt! 

I meet the DEITY in every view, 

And tremble at my nakedneſs before him ! 

O that I could but reach the tree of life! 

For here it grows, unguarded from our taſte; 


No 


7 
; 
| 
l 
| 


I 
1 
hf 
7 I 

; 
2 
F 
7 
q 
4 
77 , 
14 
Tf 
F] 
I 
$14 7 
111 
11 
1 
ll 
6 
| 
1 

* 

| 

| 

4 

0 
© 

$1 . 
: 
* 


aw 1 
2 === 2 
— O_ 


_ — — — 
. ———— er 


— — 


r 


£ —— — 
Dr. rr 
. 5 


== 


- — — — — 
ß ———— 2ET.»YLWBCSS 


254 Tue CoxseLAriecx. Night 9. 
No flaming ſword denies our entrance here; 
Would man but gather, he might live for ever. 
enzo! much of moral haſt thou ſeen. 

Of curious arts art thou more fond? Then mark 
The matheinatie glories of the ſkies, 
In number, weight, and meaſure, all ordain'd. 
Loxexzo's boaſted builders, Chance, and Fate, 
Are left to finiſn his ærial towers; 
Wiſdom, and Choice, their well known charaQors 
Here deep impreſs 3 and claim it for their own. 
Though ſplendid all, no ſplendour void of uſe : 
Uſe rivals Beauty Art contends with Power: 
No wanton waſte, amid effuſe expence; 
The great OzcoxomisT adjuſting all 
Io prudent pomp, magnificently wiſe. 
How rich the proſpect! and for ever new! 
And neweſt to the man that views it molt ; 
For newer {till in infinite ſucceeds, 
Then, theſe ærial racers, O how ſwift! 
How the ſhaft loiters from the ſtrongeſt ſtring * : 
Spirit alone ya diſtance the career. 
Orb above orb aſcending without end! 
Circle in circle, without end, inclos'd ! 
Wheel within wheel; Ezexizt, | | like to thine ! 
Like thine, it ſeems a viſion, or a dream; ; 
Though ſeen, we labour to believe it true! 
What involution ! what extent ! what ſwarms - 
Of worlds, that laugh at earth ! immenſely great! 
Immenſely diſtant from each other's ſpheres : g 
What, then, the wondrous ſpace thro” which they roll? 
A; once it quite ingulfs all human thought ; 
Tis comprehenſion's abſolute defeat. 

Nor think thou ſeeſt a wild diſorder here: 

Through this illuſtrious chaos t&the fight, 
Arrangement neat, and chaſteſt order, reign. 


The path preſcrib'd a3yiolabl kept 
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Upbraids the lawleſs ſallies of mankind.” 
World: ever thwarting, never 1aterfere 
What knots are ty'd | how ſoon are they diſſol vd, 
And ſet the ſeoming marry'd planets free 
They rove for ever, without error rove; 

Confuſion unconfus'd | Nor leſs admire 

This tumult untumultuous; all on wing! 

In motion, all ! yet what profound repoſe ! 

What fervid action, yet no noiſe ! as aw'd 

To ſilence, by the preſence of their LORD 

Or huſh'd, by his command, tn love to man, 

And bid let fall ſoft beams on human reſt, 

Reſtleſs themſelves. On yon coerulean plain, 

In exultation to their GOD, and thine, 

They dance, they ſing eternal jubilee, 

Eternal celebration of his praiſe. 

But, ſince their ſong arrives not at our ear, 

Their dance perplex d exhibits to the ſight 

Fair hierog]lyphic of his peerleſs power. 


Mark, how the Labyrinthian turns they take, | 


The circles intricate, and myſtic maze, 

Weave the grand cipher of Omnipotence ; 

To gods, how great! how legible to man ! 
Leaves fo much wonder greater wonder till ? 


Where are the pillars that ſupport the ſkies ? 


What more than Atlantean ſhoulder prope, 


Th' incumbent load? What magic, what ſtrange art, 


In fluid air theſe pond'rous orbs ſuſtains ? 
Who would not think them hung in golden chains? 
And ſo they are; in the high will of heaven, 
Which fixes all; makes adamant of air, 
Or air of adamant; makes all of nought, 
Or nought of all; if ſuch the dread decree. 
Imagine from their deep foundations torn 
The moſt gigantic ſons of earth, the broad 
And tow'ring Alps, all toſs'd into the ſea 
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And, light as down, or volatile as air, 

Their bulks enormous dancing on the waves, 
In time, and meaſure, exquiſite; while all 
The winds, in emulation of the ſpheres, 

Tune their ſonorous inſtruments aloft ; 

The concert ſwell, and animate the ball. 
Would this appear amazing? What, then, worlds, 
In a far thinner element ſuiiain'd, 

And acting the ſame part, with greater ſill, 
More rapid movements, and for nobleſt ends? 

More obvious ends to paſs, are not theſe ſtars 

The ſeats majeſtic, proud imperial thrones, 
On which angelic delegates of heaven, 

At certain periods as the Sow'reign nods, | 
Diſcharge high truſt of vengeance, or of love, 
To clothe, in outward grandeur, grand deſign, 
And acts moſt ſolemn ſtill more ſolemnize ? 

Ye citizens of air! what ardent thanks, 

What full effuſion of the grateful heart, 

Is due from man indulg'd in ſuch a fight ! 

A ſight ſo noble! anda ſight fo kind! 

It drops new truths at ev'ry new ſurvey ! 
Feels not Lorexzo ſomething ſtir within, 

That ſweeps away all period? As theſe ſpheres 
Meaſure duration, they no leſs inſpire 

'The godlike hope of ages without. end. 


Night 9, 


The boundleſs ſpace, through which theſe rovers take 


Their reſtleſs roam, ſuggeſts the ſiſter- thought 

Of boundleſs time, Thus, by kind Nature's {kill 

To man unlabour'd, that important gueſt, 

ErgRxI Tx, finds entrance at the ſight: 

And an eternity, for man orgdain'd, 

Or theſe his deſtin'd midnight-counſellors, 

| The ſtars, had never whiſper'd it to man. 
NaruR informs, but ne'er inſults, her ſons; 

Could ſhe then kindle the moſt ardent with 
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To diſappoint it ?—That is blaſphemy, 

Thus, of thy creed a ſecond article, 

Momentous as th' exiltence of a GOD, 

Is found (as I conceive) where rarely fought ;- 

And thou mayſt read thy ſoul immortal, here. 
Here, then, Lorenzo ! on theſe glories dwell; 

Nor want the gilt, illuminated, roof, 

That calls the wretched gay to dark delights, 

Aſſemblies ? This is one divinely bright; 

Here, unendanger'd in health, wealth, or fame, 

Range through the faireſt, and the Sl rar {corps 

He, wiſe as thou, no creſcent holds ſo fair, 

As that which on his turban awes a world; 

And thinks the Moon is proud to copy him, 


Look on her, and gain more than worlds can give, 
| A mind ſuperior to the charms of power. 


Thou mufficd in deluſions of this life! 
Can yonder Moon turn Ocean in his bed, 


From fide to fide, in conſtant ebb, and flow, 
And purify from ſtench his wat'ry realms ? 
And tails her moral influence? Wants ſhe power 


P 


To turn LOoRENZO's ſtubborn tide of thought 
From ſtagnating on ear:h's infected ſhore, 

And purge from nuiſance his corrupted heart? 
Fails her attraction witen it draws to heaven? 


Minds elevate, and panting for unſeen, 
And detecate from tenſe. alone obtain 
Full reliſh of exiſtence underflower'd, 
The life of life, the zeſt of worldly bliſs 
All elſe on wt amounts—to what? To this 
* Bap to be ſeter'd ; aLEsSINGS to be left:“ 
Earth's richett inv entory boaſts no more: 
Of higher ſcenes be, then, t be call obey'd. 
O let me gaze —Of gazing there's no end. 
{ let me hivk; Thought too is wilder'd here: 
K K 


+ 


Nay, and to what thou valu'ſt more, Earth's joy? >) 
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258 Tux .CoNnSOLATION. | Nighi 9. 
In mid- way flight Imagination tires; | 
Yet ſoon replumes her wings to ſoar anew, 
Her point unable to forbear, or gain: 
So great the pleaſure, ſo profound the plan ? 
A banquet this where men and angels meet, 
Fat the ſame manna, mingle earth and heaven. 
How diſtant ſome of theſe nocturnal ſuns! - 
So diſtant (ſays the ſage *) 'twere not abſurd 
To doubt, if beams, ſet out at Nature's birth, 
Are yet arriv'd at this fo foreign world; 
Though nothing half ſo rapid as their flight. 
An eye of awe and wender let me roll, 
And roll for ever. Who can ſatiate fight ' 
In ſuch a ſcene ? in ſuch an ocean wide | 
Of deep aſtoniſhment ? where depth, height, breadth, 
Are loſt in their extremes; and where to count 
The thick-fown glories in this field of fire, 
Perhaps a ſeraph's computation fails. 
Now, go, Ambition! boaſt thy boundleſs might 
In conqueſt, o'er the tenth part of a grain. 
And vet Lorenzo calls for miracles, 

To give his tott'ring faith a ſolid baſes 
Why call for leſs than is already thine ? 
Thou art no novice in theology; 

What is a miracle? — Tis a reproach, 

? 118 an implicit ſatire, on mankind 3 
And while it ſatisfies, it cenſures too. 
To common ſenſe, great Nature's courſe proclaims 
A DEITY : when mankind falls aſlec p, 
A miracle is ſent as-an alarm.. , 
To wake the world and prove him o'er again, 
Ry recent argument, but not more ſtrong. 
Say, which imports more plenitude of power, 

Or 
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Or Nature's lays to fix, or to repeal? 
To make aun, or ſtop his mid- career? 
To countermand his orders, and ſend back 
The flaming courier to the frighted Eaſt, 
Warm'd, and aſtoniſh'd, at his ev ning-ray? 
Or bid the moon, as with her | Journey tir'd, 
In A;alon's ſoſt, flow'ry vail repoſe ? 
Great things are theſe z ſtill greater, to create. 
From Apam's bow'r look down thro” the whole train 
Of miracles —reſiſtleſs is their power? 
They do not, can not, more amaze the mind, 
Than this, call'd unmiraculous ſurvey, 
If duly weigh'd, if rationally ſeen, 
If ſeen with human eyes. The brute, indeed, 
Secs nought but ſpangles here : the foo), no more. 
Sayſt thou, © The courle of Nature governs all?” 
The courle. of Nature is the art of GOD. 
The miracles thou call'ſt for, this atteſt ; 
For fay, could Nature Nature's courſe control ? 

But, miracles apart, who ſces HIM not, 
Nature's CONTROLLER, AUTHOR, GUIDE, di Exp? 5 
Who turns his eye on Nature's midnight-face, q 
But muſt inquire,—* What hand behind the ſcene, 
© What arm almighty put theſe wheeling globes 
In motion, and wound up the vaſt machine? 
© Who rounded in his palm theſe ſpacious orbs ; 
© Who bowld them flaming; thro" the dark profound, 
© Num'rous as plitt” ring gems of morning dew, 
Or ſparks from pop'lous cities in a blaze, | 
And ſet the boſom of Old Night on fire? 1 
Peopled her deſert, and made horror ſmile ?” 
Or, if the military ſtyle delights thee, 


| (Fe or ſtars have fought their battles, Icagu'd with man, 3 


Who marſhals this bright hoſt ? inrolls their names? 


c Appoints their poſts, their marches, and returns, 4 


© Punctual at ſtated periods ? Wno diſbands | | 
1 RK 2 © Theſe » 


260 Tat CONSOLATION. Night 9. 
_ © Theſe vet'ran troops, their final duty done, 
If &er diſbanded ?—HE, whoſe potent word, 
Like the loud trumpet, levy'd firſt their pow'rs 
In Night's inglonous empire, where they ſlept 
In beds of darkreſs; arm'd them with fierce flames, 
_ Arranz'd, and diſciplin'd, and cloth'd in gold; 
And call'd them out of Chaos to the ficld, 

Where now they war with Vice and Unbelief. 
O let us join this army! Joining theſe, 
Will give us hearts intrepid, at that hour, 
When brighter flames ſhall cut a darker night; 
When theſe ſtrong demonſtrations of a GOD 
Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their ſpheres, 
And one eternal curtain cover all! 

Struck at that thought, as new-awak'd, I lift 

A more enlighten'd eyc, and read the ſtars 
To man ſtill more propitibus; and their aid 
(Though guiltleſs of walatry) implore; 
Nor longer rob them of their nobleſt name, 
O ye dividers of my time! ye bright | 
Accountants of my days, and months, and years, 
In vour fair calendar diſtinctly mark'd ! 
Sinee that authentic, radiant regiſter, | 
Though man inſpects it not, ſtands good againſt him 
Since you, and years, rell on, though man ſtands till; 
Teach me my days to namber and apply 
Ay rrembling heart to wiſdom 5 now beyond 
fi} ſhadows of ezcuſe for fooling on. 
Age ſmooths our path to prudenee; ſweeps aſide 
The ſnares keen Appetite and Paſſion. ſpread > 
To catch ſtray ſouls; and wo to that grey head, 
\Yoſe Folly would undo, what Age has done! 
Aid, then, aid, all ye ftars Much rather, 1IIOCU, 
Great ARTIST! Tov, whole finger ſet aright 
This exquiſite machine, with all its wheels, 
Though intervoly'd, exact; and pointing out 
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Tux Consot.aTIONs 261 « 
Life's rapid and irrevocable flight, — 
With ſuch an index fair as none can miſs, ; 
Who lifts an eye, nor fleeps till it is elos'd. 
Open mine eye, dread DEIT V! to read 
The tacit doctrine of thy works; to ſee 
Things as they are, unalter'd through the glaſe 
Of worldly withes. Time, Eternity! 
("Tis theſe, miſmeaſur'd, ruin all mankind); 
Set them before me; let me lay them both 
In equal ſcale, and *:arn their various weight, 
Let time appear a moment, as it is; 
And let Eternity's full orb, at once, 
Turn on my foul, and ſtrike it into heav'n. 
Where I ſhall ſee far more than charms me now 
Gaze on creation's model in thy breaſt 
Unveil'd, nor wonder at the tranſcript more. 
When this vile, foreign duſt, which ſmothers all 
That travel Earth's deep vale, ſhall I ſhake of? 
When ſhall my ſoul her incarnation quit, 
And, readopted to thy blefs'd embrace, 
Obtain her apotheoſis in THEE ? F 
Doſt think, Lorenzo] this is wand'ring wide? 
No, 'tis directly ſtriking at the mark; 
To wake thy dead devotion was my point; 
And how I bleſs Night's conſecrating ſhade: 
Which to a temple turn an univerſe: 
Fill us with great ideas, full of heav'n, 
And antidote the peſtilential earth! 
In ev'ry ſtorm, that either frowns, or falls, 
What an aſylum. has the ſoul in pray'r! 
And what a fane is this, in which to pray 1 
And what a GOD muſt dwell in ſuch a fane ! 
O what a genius muſt inform the ſkies ? 
And is Lorerz9's falamander-heart 
Cold, and untouch'd, amid theſe ſacred fires ? 
O ye nocturnal fparks! ye glowing embers, 
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262 THe CONSOLATION. | Night 9. 
On heaven's broad hearth ! who burn, or burn no more, 
Who blaze or die, as great JEHOV AH's breath 
Or blows you, or forbears; affiſt my ſong ; 
Pour your whole influence; exorciſe his heart, 
So long poſſeſs d; and bring him back to man. 
And is Lorenzo a demurrer ſtill? 
Pride in thy parts provokes thee to conteſt _ 
Truths, which, conteſted, put thy parts to ſhame. 
Nor ſhame they more Lorenzo's head, than heart; 
A faithleſs heart, how deſpicable {mall ! 
Too ftrait aught great or gen'rous to receive 
Fill'd with an atom! fill'd and foul'd with ſelf! 
And ſelf-miſtaken! ſelf that laſts an hour! 
Inſtincts and paſſions of the nobler kind, 
Lie ſuffocated there; or they alone, 
Reaſon apart, would wake high hope; and open 
To raviſh'd thought, that intellectual ſphere, 
Where Order, Wiſdom, Goodneſs, Providence 
Their endleſs miracles of love diſplay, 
And promiſe all, the truly great deſire. 
The mind that would be happy, muſt be great; 
Great, in its wiſhes ; great, in its, ſurveys, 
Extended views a narrow mind extend ; 
Puſh out its corrugate, expanſive make, 
Which, e'er-long, more than planets ſhall embrace. 
A man of compaſs makes a man of worth ; 
Divine contemplate, and become divine. 

As man was made for glory and for bliſs, 
All littleneſs is an approach to wo: 
Open thy boſom, ſer thy wiſhes wide, 
And let in manhood ; let in happineſs ; 
Admit the boundleſs theatre of thought 
From nothing, up to GOD; which makes a man, 
Take GOD from Nature, nothing great is left; 
Man's mind is in a pit, and nothing ſees; 
Man's heart is in a jakes, and loves the mire, 
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Emerge from thy profound; erect thine eye 
Sec thy diſtreſs! how cloſe art thou befieg'd 
Beſieg'd by Nature, the proud ſceptic's foe « 
Inclos'd by theſe innumerable worlds, 
Sparkling conviction on the darkeſt mind. 
As in a polden net of Providence, 
How art thou caught, ſure captive of belief! 
From this thy blets'd captivity, what art, 
What blaſphemy to reaſon, ſets thee free ! 
This ſcene is heaven's indulgent violence: 
Canſt thou bear up againſt this tide of glory? 
Vhat is earth boſom'd in theſe ambient orbs, 
But, faith in GOD impos'd, and preſs'd on man? 
Dar'it thou ſtill litigate thy deſperate cauſe, 
Spite of theſe num'rous, awful witneſles, 


o 
3 
} 
. 


And doubt the depoſition of the ſkies ? _ 


That bright connection between hearts, and heaven! 
O how laborious is thy way to run! 
Laborious ? 'Tis impracticable quite; 
To ſink beyond a doubt, in this debate, 
With all his weight of wiſdom, and of will, 
And crime flagitious, I defy a fool. . 
Some with they did; but no man diſbelieves. 
GOD is a ſpirit ; ſpirit cannot ſtrike | 
Their groſs, material organs; GOD by man 
As much is ſeen, as man a GOD can ſee, 


In theſe aſtoniſhing exploits of power. 


What order, beauty, motion, diſtance, ſize ! 

Concertion of deſign, how exquiſite ! 

How complicate, in their divine police! 

Apt means! great ends, conſent to general good! 

Each attribute of theſe material gods, 

So long (and that with ſpecious pleas) ador'd, 

A ſep'rate conqueſt gains o'er rebel thought; 

And leads in triumph the whole mind of man. 
: Lorenzo. 
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Lorenzo! this may ſeem harangue to thee; 
Such all is apt to ſeem, that thwarts our will, 
And doit thou, then, demand a ſimple proof 
Or this great maſter-moral of the ſkies, 
UnK%il'd, or diſinelin'd, to read it there? 
Since 'tis the baſis, and all drops without it, 
Take it in one compact, unbroken chain. 
Such proof inſiſes on an attentive ear; 
*Twill not make one amid a mob of thoughts, 
And, for thy notice, ſtruggle with the world. 
Retire 5---the world ſhut out; thy thoughts call home; 
Imagination's airy wing repreſs ;—— | 8 
Lock up thy ſenſes ;—let no paſſion ſtir ;— 
Wake all to reaſon let her reign alone; 
Then, in thy ſouPs deep ſilence, and the depth 
Of nature's ſilence, midnight, thus inquire, 
As I have done; and ſhall inquire no more. 
In nature's channel thus the queſtions run. - 
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« But that Jam; and, finee I am, conclude | 
Something eternal. Had there e'er been nought, 
© Nought {till had been. Eternal there muſt be.— 
© But what eternal?----Why not human race; 

© And Apaxn''s anceſtors without an end? 

© That's hard to be conceiv'd; ſince every link 
Of that Jong-chain'd ſucceſlion is fo frail, 

© Canev'ry part depend, and not the whole. 

Vet grant it true; new. difficulties. riſe; 

© Pm ſtill quite out at ſea; nor ſce the ſnorc. 


Grant matter was eternal; ſtill theſe orbs 
Would want ſome other father. -Much deſign 
Is ſeen in all their motions, all their makes: 

© Deſign implies intelligence, and art: 


© Wan ſcarce can comprehend, could man beſtow ? 


And 


© What am I? and from whence ?--- I nothing know, 


© Whence carth, and theſe bright orbs Eternal too? 


That can't bs from themſclves,----or man: That art 
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And nothing greater, yet allow'd than man. 
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Who motion, foreign to the ſmalleſt grain, 

« Shot through vaſt maſſes of enormous weight ? 
© Who bid brute matter's reſtive lump aſſume 

© Such various forms, and gave it wings to fly? 
Has matter innate motion? then each atom, 
Aſſerting its indiſputable right 

To dance, would form an univerſe of duſt. 


© Has matter none / Then whence theſe glorious forms, 


And boundleſs flights, from ſhapeleſs, and repos'd ? 
© Has matter more than motion? has it thought, 
Judgment, and genius? is it deeply learn'd 
© In mathematics? has it fram'd ſuch laws, 
© Which, but to gueſs, a Newton made immortal ?—: 
© If fo, how each ſage atom laughs at me, 
Who thinks a clod inferior to a man! 
© If art to form, and counſel to conduct, 

And that with greater far, than human {kill, 


Reſides not in each block j—a GOD 8 | 


© Grant, then, invilivie, acernal MIND; 

That granted, all is ſolv'd.— But, granting that, 
© Draw 1 not o'er me a ſtill darker cloud? 

Grant I not that which I can ne'er conceive? 

© A b.ing without origin, or end. 

Hail, human liberty! there is no GOD. - 

© Yet, why? on either ſcheme that knot ſubſiſts ; 
8 Supfiſt it muſt, in GOD, or human race. 

< If in the laſt, how many knots beſide, 

© Indifloluble all? Why chuſe it there, 


| © Where, choſen, {till ſubſiſt ten thouſand more 2 
Reet it, where, that choſen, all the reſt 

© Diſpers'd, leave reaſon's whole horizon clear ? 

| © This is not reaſcn's dictate reaſon ſays, 

! © Clofe with the ſide where one grain turns the ſcale. 
What vaſt preponderance i is here ! Can reaſon 


0 Wich louder voice exclaim—Believe a GOD? 
| | 1 And 


1 
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© And reaſon heard, is che ſole mark of man. 
What things impoſſible muſt man think true, 
On any other ſyitem | and-how firange 
* To ditbelieve, through mere credulity! 
If, in this chain, LORENZO finds no "ot 
Let it for ever bind him to belief. 
And where's the link in which a flaw he finds ? — 
And, if a GOD chere is, that GOL) how great! 
How great that Power, whoſe providential eare 
T Through theſe bright orbs' dark centres darts a ray! 
Of nature univerſal threads the whole! 
And hangs creation, like a precious gem, 
Though little, on the footftool of his throne ! 
That little gem, how large? A weight let fall 
From a fix' d ſtar, in ages can it reach 
This diſtant earth? Say, then, LORENZO! where, 
Where ends this mighty building? where begin 
The ſuburbs of Creation? where the wall 
Whoſe battlements look o'er into the vale 
Of non-eziſtence ? Norhixc's ſtrange abode ! 
Dread, bottomleſs amazement ! how it yawns ? 
How ſhuddering fancy fickens, and recoils? 
And is it there Lorexzo hopes to dwell? 
Say, at what point of ſpacc JLHOVAH dropp'd 
Ilis flacken'd line, and laid his balance by; 
Weigh'd worlds, and meaſur'd infinite, no more 
- Where rears his: terminating pillar high 
Its extramundane head? and ſays, to gods, 
In characters illuſtrious as the ſun, 
« } ſtand, the plan's proud period; I pronounce 
© The work accompliſh' d; the creation clos d. 
Shout, all ye gods! nor thout, ye gods, alone; 
Of all that lives, or, if devoid of life, 
That reſts, or rolls, ye depths and heights reſound ! 
* Reſound ! reſound! ye depths, and heights, reſound. 
+ Hard are - Uole queſtions? —anſwer, harder ill,” 
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Is this the ſole exploit, the ſingle birth, 

The ſolitary ſon of Power « divine? | 

Or has th almighty FATPER, with a breath, 
Impregnated the womb of diſtant ſpace ? 

Has he not bid, in various provinces, 
Brother-creations the dark bowels burſt 

Of night, primeval, barren now no more ? 
And he the central fun, tranſpiercing all 
Thoſe giant-generations, which diſport, 
And dance, as motes, in his meridian ray; 
That ray withdrawn, benighted, or abſorb'd, 
In that abyſs of horror, whence they ſprung z 
While Chaos triumphs, repoſſeſs'd of all 
Rival creation ravith'd fromh his throne ? 
Cnaos ! of nature both the womb and grave! 


Think'ſt thou my ſcheme, Lonexz0 ! ſpreads 10 
wide? 


Is this extravagant? No; this is juſt; 


Juſt in conjecture, though ? twere falſe in fact. 

If tis an error, tis an error ſprung _ 

From noble root, high thought of the MOST HIGL, 
But wherefore error? who can prove it ſuch ?— 

He that can ſet Omnipotence a bound. 


Can man conceive beyond what Gop can do? 


Nothing but quite: impoſſible is hard. 
He ſummons into being, with like caſe, 
A whole creation, and a ſingle grain. 


Speaks he the word? a thouſand worlds are born. 


A thouſand worlds? there's ſpace for millions more; 
And in what ſpace can his great fiat fail? 
,ondemn me not, cold critic | but indulge 


The warm imagination. Why condeinn ? 


Why not indulge ſuch thoughts, as ſwell our hearts 
With fuller admiration of that power, | 
Who gives our hearts with ſuch high thoughts to ſwell? 
Why not indulge in his augmented praiſc? 

e Rog VV Darts 
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Darts not his cory a ſtill brighter ray, | | 
The leſs is left to Chaos and the realms 

Of hideous Night, where Fancy ſtrays aghaſt; 

And, though moſt talkative, makes no report? 

Still ſeems my thought enormous? Think again z— 
Experience” ſelf ſhall aid thy lame belief. 
Glaſſes, (that revelation to the ſight !) 

Have they not led us in the Gp diſcloſe * 
 Offince-ſpun Nature, exquiſitely ſmall ; _ 

And, though demonſtrated, {til illconceiv 'd? 
If, then, on the reverſe, the mind would mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount too far, 
'To keep the balance, and creation poile ? 
Defect alone can err on ſuch a theme. 

What is too great, if we the cauſe ſurvey ? 
Stupendous ARCHITECT ! Thou, Thou, art all! 
My ſoul flies up and down in thoughts of 3 
And finds herſelf but at the centre itill! 

I AM, thy name! exiſtence, all thine own! 
Creation? s nothing; flatter'd much, if ſtyl'd 
The thin, the fleeting atmoſphere of GOD.” 

O for the voice ef what ? of whom? What voice 
Can anſwer to my wants, in ſuch aſcent, 
As dares to deem one univerie too ſmall ? 

Tell me, Lorenzo: (for now Fancy glows, 

Fir d in the vortex of almighty power), 

Is not this home creation, in the map 

Of univerſal Nature, as a ſpeck, 

Like fair Britannia in our little ball; 

Exceeding fair and glorious for its ſize, 

But elſewhere far out-meaſur'd, far outſhone ? 

In Fancy (for the fact beyond us lic) 

Canſt thou not figure it, an iſle, almoſt 

Too ſmall for notice, in the vaſt, of being; 

Se ver'd by, mighty ſeas of ankullt ſpace, 

From other realms 3 from ample continents Fe 
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Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell ; _ 


Leſs northern, leſs remote from DEITY, 
Glowing beneath the line of the Supreme; 
Where ſouls in excellence make haſte, put forth 
Luxuriant growths z nor the late Autumn wait 
Of human worth, Put ripen ſoon to gods? 

Yet why drown Fancy in ſuch depths as theſe? 
Return, preſumptuous rover ! and confeſs 
The bounds of Man; nor blame them as too ſmall. 
Enjoy we not full ſcope 3 in what is ſeen? _ | 
Full ample the dominions of the fun! _ 

Full glorious to behold ! how far, how wide, 


This matchleſs monar ch, from his flaming throne, 


Laviſh of luſtre, thrown his beams about him, 
Farther and faiter than a thought can fly, 

And feeds his planets with eternal fires : 

This Heliopolis, by greater far, 

Than the proud tyrant of the Nile, was built; 
And he alone, who built it, can deſtroy. 


Beyond this city, why ſtrays human thought : 5 


One wonderful, envugh for man to know ! 

One infinite, enough tor man to range ! 

One firmament, enough for man to read ! 

O what voluminous initruction here! 

What page of wiſdom is deny'd him? None, 

If learning his chief leſſon makes him wiſe. 

Nor is inſtruction, here, our only gain; 

There dwells a noble pathos in the ſkies, 

Which warms our paſſions, proſelytes our hearts. 
How eloquently ſhines the glowing pole : 

With what authority it gives its charge, 
Remonſtrating great truths in ſtyle ſublime, 
Though ſilent, loud! heard earth around; above 
The planets heard; and not unheard in hell ; 
Hell has her wander. though too proud to praiſe, 
Is earth, then, more infernal? has the thoſe, 
Who neither Praiſe (Lonrxzo!) nor admire ? 


Logzxzo" 8 
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Lorexzo's admiration, pre-engag'd, | 
Ne'er aſk'd the moon one queſtion ; never held 
Leaſt correſpondence with a ſingle ſtar ; 

Ne'er rear'd an altar to the Queen of heav'n, 
Walking in brightneſs; or her train ador'd. 

Their ſublunary rivals have long fince 

Ingrofs'd his whole devotion; ſtars malign, 

Which made their fond aſtronomer run mad, 
Darken his intellect, corrupt his heart; 

Cauſe him to ſacrifice his fame and peace 

To momentary madneſs, calPd delight. 

Idolater, more groſs than ever kiſs d 

The lifted hand to Luxa, or pour'd out 
The blood to Jove!'-0 THOU, to whom belong: 
All ſacrifice ! O thou great Jove unfeign'd! 
Drvixe InsTRucToR! thy firſt volume, this, 

For man's peruſal z all in capiTaLs: 

In moon, and ſtars, (heaven's golden alphabet !) 
Emblaz'd to ſeize the fight 3 who runs, may read; 
Who reads, can underſtand. Tis unconfin'd 

To Chriſtian land, or Jewry : fairly writ, 

In language univerſal, to Maxxind: : 

A language, lofty to the learn'd ; yet plain 

To thoſe that feed the flock, or guide the plough, 
Or, from its hufk, ſtrike out the bounding grain. 
A language worthy the GREAT MIND. that ſpeaks! 
Preface, and comment, to the ſacred page ! 
Which oft refers its reader to the ſkies! 

As preſuppoling his firſt leſſon there, 

And ſcripture-ſelf a fragment, that unread. 
Stupendous book of wiſdom, to the wiſe!  _ 
Stupendous book! and open'd, Nicar : by thee, 

By thee much open'd, | confeſs, O Night! 

Yet more I wiſh; but how ſhall I prevail? 
Say, gentle Night} whoſe modeſt, maiden beams 
Give us a new creation, and preſent 


The world's great picture, ſoften'd to the ſight z 
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Nay, kinder far, far more indulgent fill, 
Say, thou, whoſe mild dominion's ſilver key 


Unlocks our hemiſphere, and ſets to view 


Worlds beyond number; worlds conceal'd by day 
Behind the proud and envious ſtar of noon! 
Canſt thou not draw a deeper ſcene ?—and ſhew 
The mighty PorENTATE, to whom beiong 

Theſe rich regalia, pompouſly diſplay'd 

T< kindle that high hope? Like him of Uz, 

J gaze around; I ſear ch on ev ry {14e- 
O for a glimpſe of HIM my foul adores! 

As the chas'd hat, amid the deſert waſte, 

Pants for the living ſtream z for him who made her, 
So pants the thirſty ſou], amid the blank 

Of ſublunary joys. Say: goddeſs ! where ? 

Where blazes his bright court? where burns histhrone ! 
Thou know ſt ; for thou art near him; by thee, round 
His grand pavilion, ſacred Fame reports. 
The ſable curtain drawn. If not, can none 
Of thy fair daughter-train, ſo ſwift of wing 
Who travel far, diſcover where he dwells? 

A {tar his dwelling pointed out below. 

Ye Pleiades ! Arcturus! Mazaroth ! 

And thou, Orion ! of {till keener eye! 1 
Say, ye, who guide the wilder'd in the waves, 
And bring them out of tempeſt into port! 


On which hand muſt I bend my courſe to find him? 


Theſe courtiers keep the ſecret of their KING; 
I wake whole nights in vain, to ſteal it from them. 

I wake; and, waking, climb Night's radiant ſcale, 
From ſphere to ſphere; the ſteps by nature ſet 
For man's aſcent ; at-once to tempt, and aid; 
To tempt his eye, and aid his tow'ring chought 
Till it arrives at the great goal of all. 

In ardent Contemplation's rapid car, 
From earth, as from my barren, I ſet out. 


How 
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How ſwift J mount! diminiſh'd earth recedes; 

I paſs the moon; and, from her farther ſide. 

Pierce heaven's blue curtain; ſtrike into remote; 
Where, with his lifted tube, the ſubtile ſage 

His artificial, airy journey takes, 

And to celeſtial lengthens human fight. 

J pauſe at ev'ry planet on my road, 

And aſk for HIM, who gives their orbs to roll, 
Their foreheads fair to ſhine. From Saturn's ring, . 
In which, of earths an army might be loſt, 

With the bold comet, take my bolder flight, 

Amid thoſe ſovereign glories of the ſkies, 

Of independent, native luſtre, proud; 

The ſouls of ſyſtems || and the lords of life, 
Through their wide empires. What behold I now? 
A wilderneſs of wonders burning round; 
Where larger ſuns inhabit higher ſpheres, 
Perhaps the villas of deſcending gods ! 
Nor halt I here; my toil is but begun; 
?'Tis but the threſhold of the DEITY 
Or, far beneath it, I am grovelling ill ; 
Grovelling in elevation few can reach! 
Nor is it ſtrange ; I built on a miſtake ; | 
The grandeur of his works, whence Folly ſought 

For aid, to Reaſon ſets his glory higher ; 5 
Who built thus high for worms (mere worms to Him); 
O where LokRNZzO! muſt the Builder dwell? 

Pauſe, then; and, for a moment, here reſpire— 
If human thought can keep its ſtation here. (thou, 
Where am I?—where is earth? Nay, where art 
O Sun ls the ſun turn'd recluſe?—and are 
His boaſted expeditions ſhort to mine? | 
To mine, how ſhort ! On Nature's Alps I ſtand, 
And ſee a thouſand firmaments beneath ! 

A thouſand ſyſtems! as a thouſand grains ! 
80 much a ſtranger, and folate arriv'd, 


8 


How 


* 


: Tux Consotorion. 
How can man's curious ſpirit not inquire, 
What are the natives of this world ſublime, 
Of this ſo foreign, unterreſtrial ſphere, 
Where mortal, untranſlated never ftray'd ? 
ye, as diſtant from my little Home, 
As ſwifteſt ſun-beams in an age can fly! 
Far from:my native clement [ roam, 
In queſt of new, and wonderful, to man. 
What province this, of his immenſe domain, 
"Whom all obeys? Or mortals hore, or gods? 
Ye bord'rers on the coaſts of bliſs ! what are you? 
A colony from heaven ? or, only rais'd, 
y frequent vilit from heav'n's neighb ring realms, 
To ſecontiary gods, and half divine? 
Whate'er your nature, this is paſt diſpute, 
Far other life you live, far other tongue 
1 You talk, far other thought, perhaps, you think, 
Than man. How varicus are the works of God! 
But ſay, what thought? is reaſon here inthron'd 
And abiolute ? or ſenſe in arms againſt her? 
Have you two lights? or need you no reveal'd? 
| Enjoy your happy realms their golden age? 
And had your Eden an abltemious Eve? 
Our Evr's fair daughters prove their pedigree, 
And aſk their Ap anne WV hp would not be wile? 
Or, if your mother fell, are you redeem'd ? 
And if redeem'd, —is your Redeemer ſcorn'd? 
Is this your final reſidenec? If not, | 
Change you your ſcene, tranſlated : ? or by death ? | 
c And 1 15 by death; What death! Know you diſeaſe? 
Or horrid war 2— With war, this fatal hour, 
EonorA groans (ſocall we a Tſmal! feld, 
Where kings run mad.) In our world, death deputes 
Intemperance to do the work of age; 
And, hanging up the quiver nature gave him, 
AS flow of executicn, tor diſpatch. 13 5 | 
1 Z Mm Sende 
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Sends forth imperial butchers; bids them ſlay 

Their ſheep, (the filly theep they ficec'd before), 

And toſs him twice ten thouſand at a meal. 

Sit all your. executioners on thrones ? 

With you, can rage for plunder make a Go 

And bloodſhed waſh out ev ry other ſtain ?-—- 

But you, perhaps, can't bleed: from matter groſs 

- Your ſpirits clean, are delicately clad 
In fine-ſpun ether ; privileg'd to ſoar, 

.Unloaded, uninfociod. How unlike . 

The lot of man ! How few of hunen raee 

By their own mud unmurder'd! how we wage 
Self war eternal Is your painful day 

Of hardy conflict o'er? or, are you. ſtill 
Raw candidates at ſchool? and have you thoſe 

Who difafiect reverſions, as with us? 

But what are we? You never heard of man, 

Or earth; the bedlam of the univerſe! 

Where reaſon (undiſcasd-with you) runs mad, 
And nurſes folly's children as her own; 
Fond of the fouleſt. In the ſacred mount 

Of holineſs, where reaſon is pronounc'd 
Infallible ; and thunders, like a god; 

Ev'n there, hy ſaints, the demons are outülone: 
What theſe think wrong, our ſaints refine to rights 
And kindly teach dul] hell her own black arts; 
SATAN, inſtructed, o'er their morals ſmiles, 

But this how ſtrange to you, who know not man! 

Has the leaſt rumour of our race arriv'd? 

Call'd here EL1jan, in his flaming car? 

Paſs'd by you the good Ex och, on his road 
To thoſe fair fields, whence LucirEx was hurl'd; 
Who bruſh'd, perhaps, your ſphere, in his deſcent, 

Stain'd your pure cryital æther, or let fall 
A ſhort eclipſe from his portentous ſhade? 
£© chat the fiend had lodg d in 0 broad orb 
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By veneration moſt profound, thrown off; 
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Athwart his way, nor reach'd his preſent home; 
Then blacken'd carth with footſteps foul'd in hell, 
Nor waſh'd in ocean, as from Nome he paſs'd 
To Britaia's iſſe; too, too conipicuous there! 

But this is all digreſſion.— Where is He, 
That ver Benner s battlements the felon hurl'd 
To groans, aud chains, and dackneſs? Where is He, 
Who ſees creation's ſummit in a vail ? 
He, whom, while man is man, he can't but ſeek ; 
And if he finds, commences more than man? 
O for a teleicope his throne to reach! 
Tell me, ye learn'd on earth! or bleſs'd above 
Ye ſcarching, ye Newtoniaz angels! tell, 
Where your great Maſter's orb? his planets, where? 
Thoſe conſcious ſatellites, thoſe morning: ſtars, 
Firſt-born of DEITY. ! from central love, 


By ſweet attraction, no leis ſtrongly drawn ö 

Aw'd, and yet raptur'd; raptur'd, yet ſerene; 

Paſt chouglit illuſtrious, but with borrow'd beams; 

In till approaching circles, ſtill remote, 

Revolving round the ſun's eternal Sire. 

Or ſent, in lines direct. on embaſſies - 

To nations----1n what latitude ?-— Beyond 

Terreſtrial thought's horizon? And on what 

High errands ſent ?---Here human effort ends; 

And leaves me ſtill a ſtranger to his throne. - 
Full well it might! I quite miſtook my road, . 

Born in an age more curious, than devout ; 

More fond to fix the place of heaven cr hell, 

Than ſtudious this to ſh; un, or that ſecure. 

"Tis not the curious, but tie pious path, | 

That lcads-me to my point. LonsNZzO ! know, 

Without or ſtar, or angel, for their guide, 

ho worſhip GOD, all tind him, Humble love, 

\nd not proud reaton, keeps the door of Heaven; 
Mm 4 Low 
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Love finds admiſſion, where proud Science fails, , 
Man's ſcience is the culture of his heart; 
And not to loſe. his plummet in the depths 
Of Nature, or the more profound ct GOD. 
Fither to know, is an attempt that ſets ] 
The wiſeſt on a level with the, ſool. 6 
To fathom Nature (I- attempted here 9 * „ 
Paſt doubt, is deep philoſophy above: . ] 
Higher degrees in bliſs ar changels take, | y 2] 
AS deeper learn'd; the deepeſt, Jearning full: Mt 
For, what a thunder of omnipotence 160 
(So might I dare to Peak ) is ſeen in all! $ 
In Man! in Earth! in more amazing ſkies ! 46 F 
Teaching this leſſon, Pride is loth to learn. ] 
Not deeply to diſcern, not much to know, 6 
Mankind was born to Wonder and Adore.“ 
And is there cauſe for bigher wonder ſtill, 
Than that which ſtruck us from our paſt farveys 2 
Yes; and for deeper adoration too. 
From my late airy travel unconfin'd, 
Have I Jearn'd nothing ?—Yes, Lonexzo! q : 
Each of theſe ſtars is a religious houſe ; ; 
I ſaw their altars ſmoke, their ineenſe ls, | | | 
And heard Hoſannas ring through every ſphere, . | 
A ſeminary fraught with future gods. a 
Nature all o'er is con ſeerated ground, | 
Jeeming with growth immortal, and divine. 
'The great Proprietor” s all. bounteous hand 
Leaves nothing waſte 5 but ſows theſe fiery fields 
With ſeeds of reaſon, hich to virtues riſe 
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Bentath his genial ray; and, if efcap'd 


rhe peſtile:: tial blaſts of ubborn Will, 


When grown mature, are gather'd. for the ſkies. 


And is devotion.thought too much on carth, 
When beings, fo ſuperior, homage boaſt, 
And triumph in proſtration to the. Throne? 
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ut whereſore more of planets, or of ſtars ? 
Ethereal jomney3, and, diſcover'd there, 
Ten thouſand worlds, ten thouſand ways devout? - 
All nature, ſending incenſe to the Throne, 
Except the bold Lorexzo's of our ſphere ?. 
Op'ning the ſolema ſources of my foul, 
Since I have pour'd, like feign'd I. en, | 
My flowing aumberd o'er the flaming ſkies, 
Nor fee, of ſaney, or of fact; what more 
Invites the muſe, here turn v c, and review 
Our paſt nocturnal e wide: — then, fay, - 


Say, then, Lorexzo : with what burſt of heart, 


The whole, at once, revelving; 1 in his thoug Zhi, 
Muſt man exclaim, adoring, and aghaft; 

O what a root! O what a branch 1 is here! 
O what a father! what a family! 


© Worlds! ſyſtems! and creations and er eations, 
In one agglomerated cluſter, hung, 
* Great VINE! on Thee, on Thee the cluſter hangs ; "He 


© The filial cluſter ! infinitely ſpread. 

In glowing globes, with various being fraught 
And drinks (nectareous draught .) immertal life. 
Or, ſhall I ſay (for who can lay enough?) 

© A conllellation of ten thouſaiic gems, 

0 (And, O! of what dimenſion! of what weight!) 
Set in one ſignet, flames on the right hand 

Of Majeſty Divine! the blazing ſeal, . 

That deeply ſtamps, on all created mind, 

© Indelible, his ſov'reign attributes, 

* Omnipotencc, and Love: that. paſſing bound, 
And this ſurpaſſing that. Nor ſtop we here, 

For want of power in G00, but thought in Man. 
Even this ack! ledg d, leaves us ſtill in debt; 


If 
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greater #aght, that greater all 15 Thine, 
read Sire Accept this miniature ot Thee; 
© And pardon an attempt from mortal thought, 
© In which archangels might have. faiPd, unblam'd.”.' 
How ſuc! ideas of th' ALMIGHTY's power, 
An ſveli ideas of th! ALMIGHTY*s plan, 
(1:\ca, not abſurd) diſtend the thought 
Of iceble mortals ! Nor of them alone! 
The fulneſs of the DETTY breaks forth 
In inconceivables to men, and gods. 
Think, then, O think; nor ever drop the thought; * 
How low muſt man deſecnd, when gods adore .— 
Have I not, then; accompliſh'd my proud boaſt ?. 
Did I not tell thee, We would mount, Lorenzo O! 
And kindte our devotion at. the ſtars.) _ 

And have I fail'd? and did TI flatter thee ?. 
And art all adamant ? and doſt confute 
All urg'd, with one irrefragable ſmile ? 
Lonenzo! mirth how miſcrable here! 
Sywear by the ſtars, by HIM who made them, ſwear, - 
Thy heart, henceforth, ſhall be as pure as they : 


Then thou, like them, ſhalt ſhine ; like them, ſhalt riſe- 


From low to lofty ; from obſcure. to bright; 

By due gradation, Nature's ſacred law. 

The ſtars, from whence ;— AK Chaos, — he can tell. 
Theſe bright temptations to dolatrv, 

From Darkneſs and Confuſion took their birth; 
Sons of Deformity! from fluid dregs 

Tartarean, firſt they roſe. to maſſes rude; 

And then,.to ſpheres opaque ; then dimly thone ; 
Then brighten'd ; then blaz'd out in perfect day. 
Nature delights 1 in progreſs ; in advance. 

From worſe to better : but, when. minds aſcend, 
Progreſs, in part, depends upon themſelves. 
Heaven aids exertion ; greater makes the grea 


Tae voluntary little leſlens more. 
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0 be a man! and thou ſhalt be a god! 
And half ſelfmade !—ambition how divine! 
| O thou, ambitious of diſgrace alone! 
1 Still unde vout? aunbçindled —chough higi-taught, 
3 School'd by the ſkies 3 and. pupil of the ars; | 
Rank coward to the faſhionable world ! 

Art thou aſhain'd to bend thy kuee to heaven? 
Cur.'d fume of pride, exlial d from deepeit hell! 
Pride in religion is Mans higheſt praiſe. 

Bent on deftructicn ! and in love with death ! 
Not all theſe luminaries, quench'd at once, 
Were half ſo fad as one benighted mind, 

Which gropes for Happineſs and meets Deſpair. 
How, like a widow in her weeds, the Night, 
Amid her glimm'ring tapers, (tent fits ! 

How ſorrowful, how deſolate, ſne weeps 
Perpetual dews, and ſaddens Nature's ſcene ! 

A ſcene more ſad fin makes the darken'd ſoul ; 

All comfort kills, nor leaves one ſpark alive, 

Tho? blind of heart, {ill open is thine eye: 

Why ſuch magnificence? in all thou ſeeſt? 
| Of matter's grandeur, know, one end is this, 
Io tell the rational, who gazes on It—— 
| © Though that immentely great, ſtill greater he, 
| < Whoſe breaſt, capacious, can embrace, and lodge, 
© Unburdewd, Nature's univerſal ſcheme. 

Can graſp Creation with a ſingle: thought 3 3 
» Creation graſp; and not exclude its SIRE — 

To tell him farther, It bcehoves him much 

To guard th' important, yet depending, fate, 
Ok being, brighter than a thouſand ſuns; ; 
One ſingle ray of thought outſhines them all. — 
And if man hears obedient, ſoon heill ſoar 
Superior heights, and on his purple wing, 
His purple wing bedropp'd with eyes of Ta - 
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Niling, where thought is now deny'd to riſe, 

Look down triumphant on theſe dazzling ſpheres. 
Why then pertiut ?—No mortal ever liv'd, 

But, dy ing, he pronounc'd (when words are true!) 
1 he whole that charms thee, abſolutely vain z 
Vain, and far worſe !-—think thou, with dying men; 
O condeicend to think as angels think! 

O tolerate à chance for happiness! 
Our nature ſuch,” ill choice enſures ill fate; 
And hell had been, though there had been no Goo. 

-Doit thou not know, my new aſtronomer ! 

Earth, turning from the ſun, brings night to man: 5 
Nan, turning from his Gop, brings endleſs night; 
Where thou canſt read no morals, find no friend, 
Amend no manners, and expect no peace. 

How deep the darkneſs! and the groan, how loud! 
And far, how far, from lambent are the flames 
Such is Logenzo's purchaſe ! ſuch his, praile + a 
The proud, the politic Logexzo's praiſe ! 

Though in his car, and levell'd at his heart, 
Tue half read o'er the volume of the ſkies. 
For think not thou haſt heard all this from me; 

My ſong but echoes what great Nature ſpeaks. 
What bas the ſpoken ? Thus the goddeſs ſpoke, | 
Thus ſpcaks for ever: Place at Nature's head, 

A lov reign, who o'er all things rolls his eye, 
© Extends his wing, promulgates his commands, 

- © But, above all, difluſcs endleſs. good; 

10 whom, for ſure redreſs, the wrong'd may fly; 
© The vile, for merey; and the pain d, for peace 
By whom, the various tenants of theſe ſpheres, 
'* Diverlity'd in fortunes, place, and powers, 
Rais'd in enjoyment, as in worth they riſe, 

-6 Arrive at len; gth, (if worthy ſuch approach) 

At that bleſs'd ſountain-head from which they ſtream; 
© Where. conflict paſt redoubles preſent joy, . 
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And preſent joy looks forward on increaſe, 

And that on more; no period! ev'ry ſtep 

A double boon! a bromile, and a bliſs, 

How eaſy ſits this ſcheme on human hearts! 

It ſuits their make; it ſooths their vaſt de ſires; 

Paſſion is pleas'd; and Reaſon aſks no more; 

*Tis rational! tis great! but what is thine ? I | 

It darkens; ſhocks! excruciates! and confound !: 

Leaves us quite naked, both of help and hope, 

Sinking from bad to worſe; few years, the ſport 

Of Fortune; then, the morſel of Deſpair. 

| Say, then, LoRLNzo : (for thou know'ſ it well), 

What's vice? Mere want of compaſs in our thought. 

Religion, what? the proof of common ſenſe, 

How art thou hooted, where the leaſt prevails. 

I: it my fault, if theſe truths call thee fool ? © 

And thou ſhalt never be miſcall'd by me. 

Can neither ſhame, nor terror, ſtand thy friend ? 

Ani art thou {till an inſect in the mire ? 

How, like thy guardian angel, have I flown ; 

Snatch'd thee from earth; eſcorted thee through all 

Tu' zthereal armies ! walk* d thee, like a god, 

Through ſplendours of firſt magnitude, arrang'd 

On either hand; clouds thrown beneath thy teet ; 

Cloſe-cruis'd on the bright Paradiſe of Gop; 

And almoſt introduc'd thee to the Throne! 

And art thou fiill carouſing, for delight, 

Rank poiſon firſt, fermenting to mere froth, 

And then ſubſiding into finel gall ? 

To beings of ſublime, immortal make, 

How ſhocking is all joy, whoſe end is fure! 

Such joy more ſhocking. ſtil, the more it charms ! 

And doit thou chuſe what ends, e'er well begun 

And infamous, as ſhort? and doſt thou chuſe * 

(Thou, to whoſe palate glory is fo ſweet) 

To wade into pordition, through contempt, _ 
NR Not 
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Not of poor bigots only, but thy own ? 
For I have peep 'd into thy cover'd heart, 
And ſeen it bluſh beneath a boaſtful brow; 
For, by ſtrong Guilt's moſt violent aſſault, 
Conſcience is but di ſabled, not deſtroy'd. 
O thou moſt awful being and moſt vain! 

Thy will, how frail! how glorious is thy power! 
Though dread Eternity has ſown her ſeeds 

Of bliſs, and woe, in thy deſpotic breaſt 3 

Though heaven, and hell, depend upon thy choice; 
A butterfly comes eroſs, and both arc fled. 

Js this the picture of a rational? 

This horrid image, ſhall 55 more juſt ? 
Logrexzo: No: it cannot ?—ſhall not be, 

If there is force in reaſon ; or in ſounds 

Chanted beneath the olimpſes of the moon, 

A magie, at this planetary hour, 

When ſlumber locks the gen'ral lip, and dreams 

Through ſenſclets mazes hunt ſouls uninſpir'd. 
Attend— The facred myſteries begin — 
My ſolemn Night-born adjuration hear; 
Hear, and I'll raiſe thy ſpirit from the duſt ; 
While the ſtars gaze on this enchantment new 3 4 
Inchantment, not infernal, but divine! 

By . Death's peculiar attribute; 

© By Darkneſs, Guilt's inevitable, doom 
Ey Darkneſs, and by Silence, fiſters dread ! 


* That draw the curtain round Night's ebon throne; 


And raiſe ideas, ſolemn as the ſerne; : 
By NIGHT, and all of awful, Night preſents 
© To thought, or ſenſe, (of awful, much to both, 


c The goddeſs brings!) By'theſe her tremblin g fires, - 


© Like Veſta's, ever-burning z and, like hers, 

Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pure! 

By theſe bright orators, that prove, and praiſe, 
And preſs thee to re vere, the DEITY ; 
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Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd a while, 

* To reach his throne; as ſtages of the ſoul, 
Through which, at diff” rent periods, ſhe ſhall paſs, 
Refining gradual, for her final height, 

© And purging off ſome droſs at every ſphere ! 

© By this dark pall, thrown o'er the ſilent world! = 
© By the world's kings, and kingdoms, moſt renown d, 
From ſhort Ambition's zenith ſet for ever; 

© Sad preſage to vain boaſters, now in bloom ! 

© By the long liſt of ſwift mortality, 
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From Abo downward to this ev'ning knell, 
* Which midnight waves in Fancy's ſtartled eye 
© And ſhocks her with an hundred centuries —_ 
© Round Death's black banner throng'd in human 
thought! 2 


0 By thouſands, now, reſigning their laſt breath, 
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And calling thee, - wert thou fo wiſe to hear! 7 
© By tombs o'er tombs ariſing; human carth, 1 
Ejected, to make room for human earth; 111 
© The monarch's terror! and the ſexton's trade! | 4 
By pompous obſequies, that ſhun the day, of 
© The torch funereal, and the nodding plume, a 
© Which makes peor man's humiliation proud 3. K 
© Boaſt of our ruin! triumph of our duſt ! 1 


© By the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones; 

And the pale lamp, that ſhews the ghaſtly dead. 

© More ghaſtly through the thick incumbent gloom! 

© By vilits (if they are) from darker ſcenes, 

The gliding ſpectre! and the groaning grove: 

© By groans, and graves, and miſerics that groan 

For the grave's ſhelter! By deſponding men, 

© Senſeleſs to pains of death, from pangs of Alt! 

© By Guilt's laſt audit! By yen moon in blood, 

& The rocking firmament, the falling ſtars, 

And thunder's laſt diſcharge, great Nature's knell ! 

Bx ſecond Chaos; and eternal Night,” 5 
Nu 2 | B 
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+ Be wiſe.,—nor let PnILAN DER blame my charm; 


But own not ill-diſcharg'd my double debt, W 
Love to the living; duty to the dead. | W 

For know, l'm but executor; ; he left Hz 
This moral legacy; I make it o'er | gd Th 
By his command; PuiLAN DER hear in me; 3 W 
And heaven in both. If death to theſe, Oh! hear Nc 
FLorELLo's tender voice; his weal depends De 
On thy reſolve; it trembles at thy choice; IN. 
For his ſake — love thyſelf: example itrikes Th 
All human hearts; a bad example, more; Th 
More ſtill, a ſather's; that enſures his ruin. W. 
As parent of his being, wouldſt thou prove WI 
Th' unnat'ral parent of his miſeries, Sle 
And make him curſe the being which thou g1v "2 Fre 
Is this the bleſſing of ſo fond a father ? Or 
If careleſs of LORENZO! ſpare, Oh! ſpare, | 1. 
Fronkrro s father, and PuiLanDeR's friend; 

_ FLoreLLo's father ruin 'd, ruins him; 11 
And from Pait.anDeR's friend the world expe * 
A conduct, no diſhonour to the dead. | v3 
Let Paſſion do what nobler motive ſhould; SA 
Let Love, and Emulation, riſe in aid N 
To Reaſon ; and perſuade thee to be - bleſs d. CA 

This ſeems not a requeſt to be den) d; "A 
Yet (ſuch the infatuation of mankind !) E 
"Tis the moſt hopeleſs man can make to man. E 

Shall I, then, riſe in argument, and warmth ? 1 © 
And urge Philander”s poſthumous advice, | 1 
From topics yet unbroach' d: — | 
But Oh! I faint! my ſpirits fai}.——Nor ſtrange; T 
So long on wing, and in no middle elime; | * Ir 
To which my great Creator's glory call'd; « 
And calls—but, now, in vain. Slcep's dewy wand 148.5 
Has ſtrok'd my drooping lids, and promiſes H 
(If my fond wiſhes are not Aatterers) | FA 


My 


Tux Consol A Iox. 28% 
My long arrear of reſt ; the downy god 


Wont to return with our returning Peace, 

Will pay, ere long, and bleſs me with repoſe. 
Haſte, haſte, ſweet ſtranger ! from the peaſant's cot, 
The thip-boy's hammock, or the ſoldier's ſtraw, 
Whence ſorrow never chat d thee: with tnee bring, 
Not hideous viſions, as of late; but draughts 
Delicious of well-taited, cordial reit 3 

Man's rich reſtorative; his balmy bath, 

That ſupples, lubricates, and ke deps in play, 

The various movements of this nice machine, 
Which aſks ſuch frequent periods of repair. 

When tir'd with vain rotations of the day, 

Sleep winds us up for the ſucceeding dawn; 

Freth we ſpin on, till Sicknefs clogs our wheels, 
Or Death quite breaks the ſpring, and motion ends. 
W hen will it end with me ? 
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—— 'THOU only know'ſt, 

© Thou, whoſe broad eye the future, and the paſt, 

Joins to the preſent; making one of three, 

To mortal thought! Thou know'ſt, and Thou alone, 
© Al-knowing !—all-unknown And yet well-known! 
Near, though remote! and though unfathom' d, felt! - 

And, though inviſible, for ever ſeen ! 

And foen i in all! The great, and the minute; 

Each globe above, with its gigantic race, 

© Each flow'r, each leaf, with its {mall people fwarm'd, 

© (Tavle puny Suchens of Omnipotence 

To the firſt thought, that aſks, From whenee ?“ 

declare 

Their common ſoureg. Thou fountain running o'er 

In rivers of communicated joy! 

Who gav'ft us ſpeech for far, far humbler themes! 

Say, by what name ſhall I preſume to call 

klin l fee burning in theſe countleſs funs, 

+ As Notes, | in the buſh,? Hluſtriaus mind! 5 
Tac 


286 Tas Cons0LATION. Night 9. 
© The whole creation, leſs, far leſs to thee, | 
Than that to the creation's ample round. 
© How ſhall I name Thee ?2—How my lab'ring ſou] 
© Heaves underneath the thought, too big for birth !. 
© Great ſyſtem of perfections! mighty cauſe ; 

Of cauſes, mighty eatiſe uncaus'd | ſole root ! 
© Of nature, that luxuriant growth of GOD! f 
_ © Firſt father of effects! that progeny 

© Of endleſs ſeries z where the golden chain's 
© Laſt link admits a period, who can tell? 

Father of all that is or heard, or hears ! 

© Father of all that is or ſeen, or ſees! 

Father of all that is, or ſhall ariſe : 

Father of this immeaſurable maſs - 

Of matter multiform ; or denſe, or rare! 

© Opaque, or lueid; rapid, or at reſt ; 

© Minute, or paſſing bound! in each extreme 

Of like amaze, and myſtery, to man. 

Father of theſe bright millions of the Night! 

© Of which the leaſt, full Godhead had proclaim'd, 

© And thrown the gazer on his knee—Or ſay, 

© Is appellation higher ſtill, thy choice? 

Father of matter's temporary lords! 

Father of ſpirits : nobler offspring! ſparks 

© Of high paternal glory; rich endow'd | 

© With various meaſures, and with yarious modes 

© Of inſtin&, reaſon, intuition ; beams 

© More pale, or bright from day divine, to break. 
The dark of matter organiz'd, (the ware 

© Of all created ſpirit); beams, that riſe 

Each over ether in ſuperior light, 

Till the laſt ripens into luſtre ſtrong, . 

© (In the throne's full effulgence colour'd high), 

Of next approach to Godhead. Father fond 
© (Far fonder than e'er bore that name on earth) 

© Of intellectual beings! beings bleſs'd 


© With 
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© Calm or tempeſtuous (as thy Spirit breathes) 
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* With pow'rs to pleaſe Thee; not of paſſive ply 
Jo laws they know not; beings lodg'd in ſeats 
Of well-adapted joys, in different domes 

Of this imperial palace for thy ſons 3 

© Of this proud, populous, well-policy'd, 
Though boundleſs habitation, plann'd by Thee 
Whoſe ſeveral clans their ſeveral climates ſuit ; 
And tranſpoſition, doubtleſs, would deitroy., 

* Or, Oh! indulge, immortal King, indulge 

A title, leſs auguſt indeed, but more 


* Endearing; ah! how ſweet in human ears! 


* Sweet in our ears! and triumph in our hearts! 


Father of Immortality to man! 


© A theme that * lately ſet my ſoul on fire. — 


And Thou the next! yet equal! Thou, by whom 


That bleſling was convey'd! far more was bought! 
Ineffable the price! by whom all worlds 

© Were made; and one, redeem'd ! illuſtrious light 
From light illuſtrious ! Thou, whoſe regal power, 


© Finice in time, but infinite-in ſpace. 


© On more than adamantine baſis fix d, Oe 
© Ver more, far more, than diadems, and thrones, 
© Inviolably reigns; the dread of gods? 5 
And Oh! the friend of man! beneath whole foot, 
And by the mandate of whole awful nod, | 

© All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 


Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 


Through the ſhort channels of expiring Time, 
© Or ſhoreleſs ocean of Eternity, 


© In ablolute ſub:ection !—And oh! Thou 


»The glorious Third! diſtinct, not ſeparate ! 


© Beaming ſrom both! with both incorporats ! 
L 1 And 
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And (ſtrange to tell !) incorporate with duſt! 

By condeſcenſion, as thy glory, great; 

Enſhrin'd in man! of human hearts, if pure, 
Divine inhabitant! the tie divine 

Of heaven with diſtant earth! by whom, I truſt, 
(If not inſpir d) uncenſur'd this addreſs 

© To Thee, to Them To whom ?—Myfterious power! 
Reveal'd. - yet unreveal'd! Darkneſs in hght : 
Number in unity! our joy! our dread ! 

© The triple bolt that lays all wrong in ruin! 

© That animates all right, the triple ſun ! 

sun of the ſoul ! her never-ſetting ſun ! 

© Triune, unutterahie, unconeery'd, 

© Abſconding, yet demonſtrable, Great God, 
Greater than greateſt ! better than the beſt! 

© Kinder than kindeſt! with ſoft Pity's eye, 

Or (ſtronger {till to ſpeak it) with thine own, 

© From thy bright home, from that high firmament, 

© Where thou, from all eternity, haſt dwelt; 

Beyond archangels' unaſſiſted ken; 

From far above what raortals higheſt call; 

From Elevation's pinnacle; look down, 

Through Wlat ! Confounding interval! Thro' all. 
© And more than lah'ring Fancy can conceive ; 

© Through radiant ranks of eſſences unknown ; 
Through hicrarchies from hierarchies detach'd, 

© Round various banners of Onmipotence, | 

© With endleſs change of rapt'rous duties fir d; 
Through wondrous beings' interpoſing ſwarms, 
All eluſt'ring at the call, to dwell in Theez 


Through this wide waſte of worlds; this viſta vaſt, 


All ſanded o'er with ſuns; ſuns turn'd to night 


© Before thy feebleſt beam — lock down—Jown—dowsn 


On a poor breathing particle in duſt, 

© Or, lower.—an immortal in his crimes. 

(Hi 3 8 # give! for gziv his virtu 5 
18 Crimes forgive: forgive his virtues too. 
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© 'Thoſe ſmaller faults; half converts to the riglit. 

Nor let me cloſe theſe eyes, which never more 
May ſee the ſun, (though Night” s deſcending ſcale 

© Now weighs up morn,) unpity'd, and unbleſs d! 
© In thy diſpleaſure dwells eternal pain: 
© Pain, our averſion ; pain, which ſtrikes me now; 
© And, ſince all pain is terrible to man, 
G Though tranſient, terrible; at thy good hour, 
Gently, ah gently ! lay me in my bed, 
© My clay cold-bed ! by nature, now, fo near; 
© By nature, near; ſtill nearer by diſeaſe ! 
© Til then be this an emblem of my grave; 
Let it out-preach the preacher : every night 
© Let it outcry the boy at Philip's ear; 
© That tongue of death ! that herald of the tomb! 
and when (the ſhelter of thy wing implor' d) 
My ſenſes, ſooth'd, ſhall ſink in ſoft repoſe; 
© O ſink this truth {1311 deeper in my ſoul, 
* Suggeſted by my pillow, ſign'd by F ate, 
& Firit, in Fate's volume, at the page of Man. 
Man's ſickly ſoul, though turn'd and toſs'd for ever, 
From fide to ſide, can reſt on nought but Thee; 
Here, in full truſt: hereafter, 1 in full joy; 
On Thee, the promis d, ſure, eternal down 
Of ſpirits, toil'd in travel through this vale, 
© Nor of that pillow ſhall my foul deſpond 3 
For Love almighty ! Love almiglity (ang, 
© Ezult, Creation :) Love almighty reigns ! 
That death cf Death! that cordial of Deſpair 
And loud Eternity's triumphant ſong | 

© Of whom, no more: for, O 525 Patron. Cod: 
Thou God, and Mortal! thence more God to man! 
. Mees theme eternal! man's eternal theme! 

© Thou canſt not 'ſcape uninjur'd from our praiſe. 
© Uninjur'd from our praiſe can He eſcape, 
© WLo, di: ee 4 1 1 Fn Father, bows. 
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* The heaven of heavens, to kiſs the diſtant earth! 
* Breathes out in agonies a ſinful ſoul! 
* Againit the croſs, Death's iron ſceptre breaks « b 
From famiſh'd Ruin plucks her human prey! ! 
* Throws wide the gate celeſtial to his foes ! 
© Their gratitude, for ſuch a boundleſs debt, 
* Deputcs their ſuff ring brothers to receive! 
© And, uf deep human guilt in payment fails 
As deeper guilt prohibits our deſpair ! 
© Injoins it, as our duty, to rejoice : 
© And, (to cloſe all,) omnipotently kind, 
Takes his de) 'zhts among the ſons of men.” 
What werds are theſe — And did they come from 
| heav'n 2 | | 
And were they ſpoke to man? to guilty man? 
What are all myſteries to love like this? 
The ſong of angels, all the melodies 
f choral gods, are wafted in the ſound; 
| Heal and cxhilarate the br oken heart, 
Though plung'd, before, in horrors dark as gs : 
kich prelibation of conſummate joy ! 
Nor wait we diitolution to be blcis'd. 
This final effort of the moral muſe, _ 
How juſtly f titled ! Nor for me alone; 
For all * read; what ſpirit of ſupport, 
What heights of conſolation, crown my ſong! 
Then farewell Night ! of darkneſs, now, no more: 
Joy breaks, ſhines, triumphs; tis cternal day. 
Spal that which rites out of nought complam 
Of a few evils, paid with endlels joys 2 
My ſoul ! hencetorth, in_ſwecteſt union join 
'Fhe two ſupports of human happineſs, 
Which ſome, erroneous, think can never meet 
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Frue taſte of life, and conſtant thought of death; 
The thought of death, ſole victor of its dread ! 
Hope be thy joy: and probity thy ſkill; 

Thy patron he, whoſe diadem has dropp'd 

Von gems of heaven; Eternity, thy prize; . 
And leave the racers of the world their own, 

Their feather, and their froth, for endleſs toils ; 
They part with all for that which is not breads _ 
They mortify, they itarve, on wealth, fame, power, 
And laugh to feorn the fools that aim at more. 
How muſt a ſpirit, late efcap'd from earth, 

7 Suppole PniLANDER's, Lvcia's, or NaRCtssa's, 
The truth of things new-blazing in its eye, 

Look back, aſtoniſh'd, on the ways of men, 

Whoſe lives“ whole drift is to forget their graves ! 

And when our preſcnt privilege 1s pait, 

To ſcourge us with due ſenſe of its abuſe, 

The ſame aſtoniſhment will ſeize us all. 

What then mult pain us, would preſerve us now, 

Lorenzo ! 'tis not yet too late: Lorenzo: 

Seize wiſdom, e'er tis torment to be wile z 

That is, ſeize Wiſdom, e'er the ſeizes thee. 

For, what, my ſmall philoſopher ! is hell? 

: *'Tis nothing, but full knowledge of the truth, 
When Truth, reſiſted long, is ſworn our foe 
And calls Eternity to do her right. 
' Thus, Darkneſs aiding intellectual light, 
And ſacred ſilence whiſp'ring truths divine, - 
And truths divine converting pain to peace, 1 
; 
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| My ſong the midnight-raven has outwing'd, 
And ſhot, ambitious of unbounded ſcenes, 


Beyond the flaming limits of the world, ; 1 
Her gloomy flight, But what avails the fliglit i 

* Of Fancy, when our hearts remain below? | 4 
Virtue abounds in flatterers, and focs; Y 
"Tis pride, to praiſe her; pennance, to perform. 0 
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To more than words, to more than worth of tongue, 
Lorenzo ! riſe, at this auſpicious hour; 

An hour, when heaven's moit intimate with man; 
When. like a faliing ſtar, the ray divine | 
Glides ſwilt into the boſom of the juſt; 

And juit are all, determin'd to reclaim z 

Which ſets that title high, within chy reach, 

Awake, then: thy PalLAN DER calls, Awake! 

Thou. who fhalt wake, when che creation fleeps; 


27 


When, like a taper, all cheſe ſuns expire; | 
When ime, like him of Gaza in his wrath, 0 
Plucking the pillars that ſupport the world, Þ 


In 14ture s amplc ruins lies entomb'd; 


Aud midnight, univerſal midnight, reigns : 


A : 
PARAPHRASE 

| ON 

Fart of the Boox of JOB. 


1 happy Job long liv'd in regal ſtate, 
Nor ſaw the ſumptuous caſt a prince fo great z 
Whoſe worldly ſtores in ſuch abundance flow'd, 
Whole heart with ſuch exalted virtue glow'd. 

At length misfortunes take their turn to reign, 
And ills on ills ſucceed ; a dreadtul train! _ 
What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong, 
The ſword wide-waſting, the reproachful tongue, 
And ſpotted plagftes, that mark'd hiffimbs all o'er 
So thick with pains, they wanted room for more ? 
A change fo fad, what mortal heart could bear? 

| Exhauſted wo had left him nought to fear; 

But gave him all to grief. Low earth he preſs'd, 
Wept in the duſt, and forely ſmote his breaſt. 
Ilis friends around the deep affliction mourn'd, 

Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan return'd ; 
In anguiſh of their hearts their mantles rent, 

And ſeven long days in ſolemn ſilence ſpent 

A debt of rev'rence to dilreſs ſo great: 
Then Job contain'd no more ; but curs'd his fate. 
His day of birth, its inauſpicious light, | 


Kc withes ſunk in ſhades of endleſs night, 5 - 


And 


_ — 
— — = 
* = 


And ſummon all their reaſon to the field : 


Full o'er their heads, with terrible ſurpriſe, 


Of late ſo brave, now lift a dauntleſs eye, 
Face my demand, and give it a reply: 
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And blotted from the year; nor fears to crave 

Death, inſtant death; impatient tor the grave, 

That ſeat of peace, that manfion ot repole, 

Where rei and*mortals are no longer toes; | 

Where counſellors are huth'd, and mighty kings 

(O happy turn!) no more are wretched things. 
His words were daring, and diſpleas'd his friends; 

His conduct they reprove, and he defends; 

And now they kindled into warm debate, 

And ſentiments oppos'd with equal heat ; 

Fiz'd in opinion, both refuſe to yield, N 


So high at length their arguments were wrought, 
They reach'd the laſt extent of human thought; z 
A pauſe enſued.— When, lo! heaven interpos 'd, 
And awfully the long contention clos'd. 


r \- rr 2 


A ſudden whirlwind blacken'd all the ſkies : | 
(They ſaw and trembled |) From the darkneſs broke 
A dreadful voice, and thus th' Almighty ſpoke. _ 
Who gives his tongue a looſe ſo bold and vain, ; 
Cenſures my condygt, and reproves my reign ? ; 
Lifts up his thought againſt me from the duſt, b 
And tells the world's Creator what is juſt? | 1 


Where didit thou dwell at nature's early birth!” 
Who laid foundations for the ſpacious Earth ? 
Who on its ſurface did extend the line, 

Its form determine, and its bulk confine ? 


Who fix' d the corner-ſtone ? What hand, declare, 


Hung it on nought, and faſten'd it in air; 

When the bright morning: ſtars in concert ſung, 

When heav'n's high arch with loud hoſannas rung; 

When ſhouting ſons of God the triumph crown'd, 

* the wide coneaye thunder'd with the found ? 42H 5 
1's 
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Earth's num'rous kingdoms. haſt thou view'd them all? 


And can thy ſpun of knowledge graſp tie ball ? 
Who heav'd the mountain which fublimely ſtands, 
And caſts its ſhadow into di.tant lands? 

Who, itretching forth his ſceptre o'er the deep, 
Can that wild world in due ſubjection keep ? 
I broke the globe, I icoop'd its hollow'd tide, 
And did a baſon for the floods provide; | 
I chain them with my word; the boiling ſea, 
Work'd up in tempeſts, hears my great decree 5 
© Thus far, thy floating tide ſhall be convey 'Q3 
And here, O main, be thy proud billows laid. 

Haſt thou explor' d the ſecrets of the deep; 
Where ſhut from uſe, unnumber'd treaſures ſſeep; 
Where, down a thouſand fathoms from the day, 
Springs the great fountain, mother of the ſea? 
Thoſe gloomy paths did thy bold foot e'er tread, 
Whole worlds of waters rolling o'er thy head? 

_ Hath the cleft centre open'd wide to thee? _ 


Death's inmoſt chambers didit thou ever ſee ? 
Fer knock at his tremendous gate, and wade, 
Io the black portal thro? th incumbent ade? 
Deep are thoſe ſhades; but ſhades ſtill deeper hide 
My counſels from the ken of human pride. 


Where dwells the light? in what refulgent dome? 


And where has darkneſs made ker diſmal home ? 
Thou know'ft, no doubt, ſinee thy large heart is fraught 


With ripen'd wiſdom through long ages brought, 
Since nature was call'd forth when thou waſt by, 
And into being roſe beneath thine eye! 

Are mitts begotten ; > Who their father knew? 
From whom deſcend the pearly drops of dew ? 
To bind the ſtream by night, what hand can boaſt, 


Or whiten morning with the hoary froſt ? 


Whole powerful breath, from northern regions TAR 


Touches os ſca, and turns it into ſtone? 
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A ſudden deſert ſpreads e' er realms defac'd, 
And lays one half of the creation waſte ! 
Thou know'ft me not; thy blindneſs cannot fow 
How vaſt a diſtance parts thy God from thee. 
Canſt thou in whirlwinds mount aloft ? Canſt thou 
In clouds and darkneſs wrap thy awful brow ? 
And, when day triumphs in meridian light, 
Put forth thy hand and ſhade the world with night? 
Who launch'd the clouds in air, and bid them roll 
Suſpended ſeas aloft, from pole to pole ? 
Who can refreſh the burning ſandy plain, 
And quench the ſummer with a waſte of rain? 
Who in rough deſerts, far from human toil, 
Made rocks bring forth, and deſolation ſmile ? 


There blooms the roſe where human face nc'er none, 


And ſpreads its beauties to the ſun alone. 
To check the ſhow'r, who lifts his hand on high, 

And ſhuts the ſluices of th' exhauſted ſky, 

When earth no longer mourns her gafping veins, 

Her naked mountains, and ker ruflet plains z 

But, new in life, a cheerful proſpect yields 

Of ſhining rivers, and of verdant fields; | 

When groves and foreſts laviſh all their bloom, 

And earth and heaven are fill'd with rich perfume. 

Haſt thou cer ſcal'd my wintry ikies, and fecn 

Of hail and inows my northern magazine ? 

Theſe the dread treaſures of mine anger are, 

My fund of vengeance for the day of war, 

When clouds, rain, death, and ſtorms, at my command, 

Rage through the world, or walte a guilty lanc's 
Who taught the rapid winds to fly ſo faſt, 

Or ſhakes the centre with his eaſtern blaſt? 

Who from the fkies can a whole deluge pour? 

Who ſtrikes through Nature with the folema roar 

Of dreadful thunder, points it where to fall, | 
And in fierce lightning —— the tying ball? 


Not 
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Not he who trembles at tlie darted fires, | 
! -Falls at the ſound, and in the flaſh expires 
Who drew the comet out to ſuch a ſize, 
And pour'd his flaming train o'er half the ſkies? 
| Lid thy reſentment hang him out? Does he 
| CGClareon the nations, and denounge, from theo? 
Who on low exrth can moderate the rein, 
That guides the ſtars along the zthercal plain? 
Appoint their ſeaſons, and direct their courſe, 
Ther luſtre W Te; and ſupply their foree ? 
Canſt thou the tkies' benevolence reſtrain, 
And cauſe the Pleiades to ſhine in vain? 
Or, when Orion ſparkles from his ſphere, 
Thaw the cold ſeaſon, and unbind the y car? 
Bid Mazzaroth his deſtin'd ſtation know, 
And teach the bright Arcturus where to glow? ? 
Mine is the Ni. »bt, with all her ſtars; I pour 
Myriads, and myriads ITeſerve in fore: 
Doſt thou pronounce where day- light ſhall be born. 
And draw the purple curtain of the morn; 
Awalze the ſun, and bid him come away, 
And glad thy world with his obſequiors ray ? 
Halt thaw, 4nthron'd in flaming glory, driv'n 
Triumphant round the ſpacious rin g of heaven? 
That pomp of light, what hand ſo far displays, , 
That Giant earth lies baſking in the blaze! „ x 
Who did the ſoul with her rich powers inveſt, 
And light up reafon in the human breai?-? 
To ſhin ne, with frcſh increa e of luſtre, bright, 
When ſtars and ſun are - fot in endleſe night? 
To theſe my various queſtions make reply. 
In Almighty ſpoke z and, ſpeaking, thook the ſk, 


n 


n 


What then, Chaldean fre, \ was thy turprite 
Thus thou with trembling heart and dewneaſl eyes: 


© Once and again, which I in gr dans Gepiore, 
My tongue has err'd; but hal! pre: {UNE no more. 
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My voice is in eternal ſilence bound, 
And all my ſoul falls proſtrate to the zraund. 
He ceas'd: when. 1 again th Almighty poke; . 


The ſame dread voice from the black whirlwind Locke: 


Can that arm meaſure with an arm divine? 
And canſt thou thunder with a voice like mine ? 
Or in the hollow of thy hand contain 
The bulk of waters, the wide-ſpreading main, 
When, mad with tempeſt, all the billows rife 
In all their rage, and daſh the diſtant ſkies ? 

Come forth, in beauty's excellence array*dg 
And be the grandeur of. thy pow' r diſplay*d 5 
Put on omnipotence, and frow ning make 
The ſpacious round of the ercation ſhake z 
Diſpatch thy vengeance, bid it over throw 
'T riumphant vice, lay loſty tyrants low, J 
And crumble them to duſt. When this is done, 

1 grant thy ſafety lodg'd in thee alone z 
Of thee thou art, and mayſt undaunted ftand . 
Behind the buckler of thine own right hand. 

Fond man! the viſion of a moment made! 
Dream of a dream! and ſhagow of a fhade! 
What worlds haitthou produc'd. what creatures fram'd, 
What inſects cheriſh'd, that thy God is blam N 
When. pain'd with hung er, the wild raven's brood 
Calls upon God, importunate for food, 


VWIoO hears their cry, who grants their hoarſe requeſt, 


And 11:lls the clamour of tlie craving neſt? 
Who in the cruel oftrich has ſubdu' d 
A parent's carg. and fond inquietude ? 
While far ſh2 flics, her ſcatter'd eggs are found, 
Without an owner, on the ſandy ground; 
Caſt out on fortune, they at mercy He. 
And borrow life from an indulgent ſky; 
Adopted by the ſun, in blaze of day, 
hey ripen under his- prolific ray. 


Unmindſu! 


n | ſhe, that ſome unhappy tread 
lay cruth her young in their neglected bed. 
W. nat time ſhe ſkims along the field with ſpced, 
She ſcorns the rider, and purſuing iced. 
How rich the peacock ! what bright glories: run 
From plume to plume, and vary in the ſun! 
He proudly ſpreads them to the golden ray, 
Gives all his colours, and adorns the day; 
With conſcious ſtate the ſpacious round dülplays, 
And ſlowly moves amid the wa „ing blaze. 
Who taught the hawk to find, in ſcaſons wile, « 
Perpetual ſummer, and a change of ſkics ? 
When clouds deform the year, the mounts the wind, 
Shoots' to the ſouth, nor fears the ſtorm behind; 
The ſun returning, ſhe returns again, . 
Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to men. 
Though ſtrong the hawk, -tho' practis'd w cl to fly, 
An cagle di oops her in a lower ſky; 
An eagle, when, deſerting human fight, 
She ſceks the ſun in her unweary'd 58 Its 
Did thy command her yellow pinion litt 
So high in air, and ſcat her on the clitt, 
| Where far above the world ſhe dwells alone, 
And proudly makes the ſtrength, of rocks her on; 
Tlience wide o'er Nature takæs her dread ſurvey, 
And with a glance predeſtinates her prey'e 
She fealis her young with blood, and, hov 'ring o'er 
1 h' unſlaughter d hoſt, enjoys the promis'd Sorca 
Know'ſt thou how many moone, by me atlgn'd,- 
Roll o'er the mountain-goat, and rell nd, 
While pregnant they a motlicr's load raltain ? 
They bend in anguiſh, and caft forth their pans 
iale are their young, from human frailtics treed 
Walk unſuſtain'd, and unafliſted fecd; 
They live at once; forlake the dam's warm ſide; 
Take the wide world, with Nature for tien guide. 
1 85 Bound 
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Bound oer che lawn, or ſcek the diſtant glade, 

And find a home in cach delightful ſhade. 
Will the tall Keem, which knows no lord but mes 

Bow at the crib, and aſk an alms of thee? 

Submit. hisunworn ſhoulder to the. yoke, 

Break the {tiff clod, and o'er the furrow ſmoke ?. 

Since great his ſtr ength, go truſt him, void of Care; 

Lay on his neck the toil of all the year; 

Bid him bring home the ſeaſons to thy doors, 

And caſt his load among thy gather'd ſtores. 
Didſt thou from ſervice the wild aſs diſcharge, 

And break his bonds, and bid him live at large, 

Through the wide waſte, his ample manſion, roam, 

And Joſe himſelf in his unbounded home? 

By nature's hand magnificently fed, 

His meal is on the range of mountains ſpread,. 

As in pure air aloft he bounds along, 

He ſees in diflant.ſmc%e the city throng ; * 

Conſcious of freedom, ſcorns the ſmocher'd train, 

The threat ning driver, and the ſervile rein. 
Survey the warlike horſe! didſt thou inveſt. 

With thunder, his robuſt diſtended cheſt?. 

No ſenſe of fear his dauntleſs foul allays; 

? Tis dreadful to behold his noſtrils Plaze; 

To paw the vale he proudly takes dlight, 

And triumphs in the fulneſs of his might; 

}Ergh-rais:d he ſnuffs the battle from afar, 

| And burns to plunge amid the raging war 

And mocks. at death and throws his foam around, 

And in a form of fury ſhakes the ground; 

How docs his firin, his riſing heart, advance 

Full on the brandifh'd ſword, and ſhaken Jance : 

While his fiz'd eye-balls meet the dazzling thicld,.. 

Gaze, and return the lightning of the field! 

He ſinks the ſenſe of pain in gen ' rous pride, 


Nor feels the Bhatt Wat trembles 1 in us lde; . 


But 
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But neighs to the ſhrill trumpec's dreadful blaſt 
Till death; and when he groans, he groans his laſt. 
But, fiercer ſtill, the lordly lion ſtalks, 

Grimly majeitic in his lonely walks ; 

When round he glares, all living creatures fly, 

He clears the deſert with his rolling eye. 

Say, mortal, does he rouze at thy command; 
And roar to thee, and live upon thy hand? 

Doſt thou for him in foreſts bend thy bow; 

And to his gloomy den the morſel throw, _ 
Where bent on death lie kid his tawny brood, 

And, couch'd in dreadful ambuth, pant for bloods: 7 
Or, fetch? d on broken limbs, conſume the days. 
In darkneſs wrapt, and ſlumber o'er their prey? 

By the pale moon they take. their deſtin'd round, 
And laſh their ſides, and furious tear the ground. 
Now ſhrieks, and dying groans, the deſert fills 
They rage, they rend, their raw nous jaws diftil 
With crimſon. foam: and, when the banquet's o'er,. 
They ſtride away, and paint their ſteps with gore; 
In flight alone. the ſhepherd puts his truſt, 

And ſhudders at the talon in the duſt. 

Mild is my Behemoth, though large his frame; 
Smooth is his temper, and repreſs d his flame, 
While unprovok'd. This native of the flood 
Lifts his broad foot, and puts aſhore for food; 

Earth ſinks beneath him, as he moves along 

'To ſeek the herbs, and mingle with the throng. 

See, with what ſtrength his harden'd loins ate bourd, 
all over proof, and ſhut againſt a wound. 
How like a mountain-cedar moves his tail !. 
Nor can his complicated ſinevws fail. 

Built high and wide, his ſolid bones ſurpaſs- 
The bars of ſteel; 115 ribs are ribs of braſs; 
His port majeſtic, and his armed jaw, 

Give the wide foreſt, and the mountain, law. 
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The n mountains feed him; there the beaſts admire - 
The might ſtranger, and in dread retire: 
At engt his great nis ncarer they ſurvey, - 
Graze iu nis daa w, and his cye obey. 
The tens and morfhe; are his cool retreat, 
His noontice ſhelter from the burning beat; 3 
Their ſedgy boſoms his wide couch -ere made, 
And groves of wiilows give him all their ſhade, 
His eye drinks Jordan up, when, fir'd with drought, -. 
He truſts to turn its current down his throat z 
In leſſen'd waves it crceps along the plain: 
He ſinks a river, and he thirſts again. | 
Go to the. Nile, and, from its fraitful fide, - 
Caſt forth thy line into the ſwelling tide: 
With {lender hair Leviathan command, 
And ſtretch his vaſtneſs on the loaded "EK 
Will he become thy ſervant ? will he own 
Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown ? 
Or with, bis ſport amuſe the leiſure da 
And, bound in ſilk, with thy ſoft maidens play? 
Shall pompous banquets ſwell with ſuch. a prize? 
And the bowl journey round his ample ſize ? 
Or the debating merchants ſhare the prey, 
And various limbs to various marts convey ? 
Through his firm ſcull what ſteel its way can win? 
What Wee fit engine can ſubdue his {kin ? 
Fly far, and live; tempt not his matchleis mighty 
The bra veſt ſhrink to e in his ſight; 
The raſheſt dare not rouſe him up; who then | 
Shall turn on me, among the ſons of men? 
Am Ja debtor? Haſt thou ever heard 
Whence come the gifts which are on me conferr'd? 
My :iſh fruit a thouſand valleys fills, 
And mine.the herds that graze a thouſand hills: 
Earth, ſea, and air, all nature is my. own; 
And ſtars and lun are duſt pencath my thrones 


And 
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And das A thou with the world”. cat Father vie, 
| Thou, who doit trembie at my <reature's ee? 
Ai full my large Leviathan ſhit rite, 
Boat all his ren, ant L-rcau his wondrous ſizes 
Who, great in arms, C'er tlripp 'd his ſhining mail, 
Or crown d bis triumph with a ſingſe fcalc ? 
Whoſe heart ſuſtains him to draw near 2 Behold, 
| Deſtruction yawns; his ſpacious jaws uniold ; 
And, marſhall'd round the wide expanic, dilcloſe 
Teeth edg' 4. wich 1 4cath, and crowding Nos on rows: 
What hideo ns langs on either fide aliſe | 
And what a deep abs is | between them 4 PD | 
Mete with tiy lance, and with thy plummet ſound, 
The one how long, the other how 5 ofound. | | 
His bulk is charg'd with ſuch a furious foul, | 
That clouds of ſmoke from his {prea: 4 noitrils roll, 
As from a furnace; and, when rous'd his ire, — 
Fate iſſues from his jaws in ſtreams of fire, 
The rage of tempolt ts, and Fs roar of ſeas, nl 
Thy terror, this thy great ſuperior pleaſe z 
Strengih on his ample foulder fits in ſtate; 
His well-oin'd limbs are dreadfully complete; : 
His flakes of ſolid flcth are flow to part; | | 
As {tcel his nerves, as adamant his heart. | 
When late-awak'd, he rears him from the floods 
And, lirete! ning fortn his flature to che clouds, 
Writhes in the lun aloft his ſcaly height, 
And ſtrikes the diſtant hills with tranſient light, 
Far round are fatal damps of terror ſpread. 
The mig gaty fear, nor bluſh to own their dread. 
Large | is his front; and, when his burnifh'd eyes 
Lift their broad lids, the morning > ſeems to riſes 
In vain may death im various ſhapes invade, 
Th. ſwift-wing'd arrow, the deſcending bled, 
His naked breaſt their impotence defics ; 


7 


The dart rebounds, the bridlle faulchion flies. 
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Shut in himſelf, the war without he hears, 
Safe in the tempeſt of their rattling ſpgars; 
The cumber'd ſtrand their waſted yolicsfirowg 


His ſport, the rage and labour of the fue. 


His paſtimes like a-caldror. boil.the floods: 
And blacken occan with the ring mud; 
The billows feel Lim, as ke works his way 


His hoary footſteps ſhine along the ſea '$ 4-1 


The foam high-wrought, 'witii hüte, divides ths green, 

And diſtant jailors point where death has been. 
13is like earth bears not on her ſpacious face: £ 

Alone in nature ſtands his dauntleſs race, 

For utter ignorance of fear rencwn n'd, 

In wrath he rolls his baleful-eve round 

Makes ev'ry ſwoln, diſdainful heart, ſubſide, | 

And holes 8 o'er the ſons of pride. 
Then the Chaldean cas'd tis lab'ring breaſt, 

With full conviction of his crime oppreſt. 
© Thou canſt accomplich all things, Lord of might? 

And ev'ry thought is naked to thy ſight. 

< But oh! thy weys are wonderful, and lie 


Beyond the deepeſt reach of mortal eye. 


© Oft have I heard of thine almighty power 3 
But never ſaw thee till this dreadful hour. 

© Oferwhelm'd with ſhame, the Lord of life I ſee, 
© Abtor myſelf, and give my ſoul to thee. 

Nor ſhall my weakneſs tempt thine anger more: 
£ Min was not made to question, dur adore. 


